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CHAPTER I. 

INTRODUCTION. 



READER, the mere mention of Americans is pro* 
bably associated in your mind with much that is 
wild, savage, and frightful, — sanguinary duels, Lynch 
law, nigger babies boiled for break&st, swamps and 
yellow fever; in short, a pleasing and promiscuous mess 
of ^ a' things horrible and awful' Or i^ through some 
Whiggish leaning, or large feeling of fraternity for all 
the Anglo-Saxon race, you are disposed to stand up for 
your Transatlantic brethren, you will panegyrize them 
much in the same way that Rousseau and others have 
maintained the superiority of savage over civilized life. 
You will say, * These people are inferior to us in the 
graces and courtesies of civilization, but they are more 
frank, more natural; &shion exercises no capricious 
tyranny over them; there is no room there for servility 
or luxury.' Doubtless, then, you will be surprised 
when, in presenting you to American society, I intro- 
duce you among a set of exquisites, — daintily-arrayed 
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2 SKETCHES OF AMERICAN SOCIETY. 

men, who spend half their income on their persons, and 
shrink from the touch of a woollen glove, — ^who are 
curious in wines and liqueurs, and would order a dinner 
against the oldest frequenter of the Trois Fr^res ; deli- 
cate and lovely women, who wear the finest furs and 
roll in the most stylish equipages, — ^who are well up in 
all the latest French dances and the newest French 
millinery, — ^who talk very much such English as you do 
yourself, and three or four Continental languages into 
the bargain. And, moreover, in comparing English and 
American merits (for, knowing something about both 
Mr. Bull and Master Jonathan, belonging partly to both 
and loving both, I would rather compare their merits 
than their feiults), I should say that the American was 
more successful in the minor elegances and amusements, 
and the Englishman in the more solid and domestic 
virtues of life. Now if you grow incredulous, and 
conclude that I am trying to quiz you, or going to 
write about America without ever haviog been there, 
even that is no more than Englishmen have done before, 
ay, and turned out a big volume, and made ' tin' by it, 
and been praised by ' the Thunderer' for accuracy and 
fidelity of description- But, in sober earnest, I am 
writing about what I see and know. If, then, I tell 
you nothing about alligators, or regulators, or any such 
wild animals, it is simply because I have never met with 
any; nor that I think it much loss to either of us, for, 
sooth to say, we have lately had enough of this bowie- 
knife sc^lddl of writing, which after all is muph as if one 
were to go to the wilds of Connaught, or the dens of St. 
Gile's, to collect materials for * A Country Residence 
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in England' or * London and the Londoners.' Suspend 
yonr opinion, then, or at least yonr incredulity ; open 
your eyes and shut your mouth, and see what the 
Yankee "will send you. 

No.L 

THE THIRD AVENUE IN SLEIGHING TIME. 

A heavy snow on Broadway ! The house-tops are all 
iced over like so many big holiday cakes. The ugly 
telegraph posts, that suggest to the occupants of the 
second floors the idea of an execution perpetually about 
to take plaice under their windows, are not destitute of 
the same tempting white covering; and high up in the 
gutters are piled heaps of the plentifully-dispensed 
commodity — so high, that in places the foot-passengers 
can hardly see over them. But on the causeway 
(Americanice, ^ side-walk') the feet of pedestrians, and 
in the middle of the street the hoofe of horses and the 
runners of sleighs, have packed down the smoothest and 
sweetest of all ^ metal' for roads into a hard pavement 
three or four inches thick, of a dirty dun hue. Out of 
doors it is cold, but pleasantly cold, — brisk, exhilarating, 
sparkling, — as if an extra quantity of electricity (and is 
it not really so T) were abroad in the atmosphere. This 
sensation is particularly observable during a snow-storm, 
and renders it absolutely agreeable to walk in one, until 
the insidious moisture begins to penetrate youjagarments ; 
but both before and after the actual fall it is plainly 
perceptible, nor is it now unaided by the musical accom- 
paniment of the sleigh-beUs. Everything feels the in- 
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4 SKETCHES OP A2CERICAN SOCIETY. 

fluence^ and goes arhead accordingly. Men shuffle and 
slip along in their India-rubber overshoes at a fivo-miles- 
the-hour pace. Boys half sliding, half running, with 
skates suspended on arm, are hurrying to the nearest ice- 
pond, or other temporary skating-ground they know of : 
and sleighs are swarming up and down the street, of all 
sorts and sizes, from the huge omnibus with its thirty 
passengers, that lumbers along behind four or six horses, 
some trotting and some cantering under great pressure 
of whip, to the light, gaily-painted cutters, with their 
solitary fiir-capped tenants, their embroidered bear-skin 
robes flaunting down behind, and their iron-mouthed, 
lightning-footed pacers, that seem to draw them entirely 
by the bit, so slender and all but invisible is the 
attaching harness. And every now and then passes a 
family party, a little red or blue about the noses, but 
very jolly for all that ; beautiful girls buried in furs, 
and glancing from under their wrappings with demure 
looks of mischief, as if the bells rang for them the tune 
* I'm owre young to marry yet ;' lots of children, who 
have always an intense appreciation of the ftm ; a tall 
black coachman, aU alive to the dignity and responsi- 
bility of his position ; the large and roomy sleigh decked 
with buffalo* and black bear and grey lynx robes, red- 



* It would be as pedantic in America to call this animal &t>on, 
as to speak of ' tbe earth bringing the sun into Tiew,' for * the sun 
rising.' •Buffalo* is often used independently for • buffalo robe,' 
whence they tell a good story of two Englishmen just arrived in 
Boston. They ordered a sleigh, having heard of such a thing in a 
general way, without being conversant with the particulars of it. 
* Will you have one buffalo or two ?* asked the hostler. *Why,' 
says Cockney, looking a little frightened, ' we'll have only one the 
first time, as weWe not used to driving themJ 
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riband-bound and fttmished with, sham eyes and ears, 
so that the carriage resembles a portable menagerie; 
while the gallant horses, curbed with their heads well 
out from the pole, are stepping twelve miles an hour, 
and ready to keep up that pace for half the day. The 
Londoner, who in his complacency brags of the carriages 
and horses of his native city as the finest in the world, 
should go to New York to learn wisdom in coach-horse- 
flesL There he would see many a pair sold for six 
himdred doUars that a duke would be glad to get for as 
many guineas. You can scarcely find a carriage-horse 
that is not a beauty ; and they exhibit all varieties of 
beauty, from the blood chestnut colt, a-fire in every 
muscle, yet gentle and tractable amid a crowd of vehi- 
cles, to the heavy grey, sixteen-and-a-half hands high, 
firm as a statue, travelling on with a majestic action, 
and a steady pace. A lover of the noble animal on 
arriving here congratulates himself on having reached 
the paradise of horses and borsemen, until he resides 
long enough to require a mount, when the mystery is 
explained. He finds that all the best horses in the 
country are trained to harness, and that a good saddle 
beast is for a gentleman the work of months to fiend, — 
for a lady, a very phcemx. 

But there is one particular sleigh to which I must 
direct your attention — ^though, indeed, you would be 
likely to notice it without my doing so, as it sweeps 
i^und from one of the side streets, for its style and 
equipments are in some respects imique. The body is 
a sea-green shell, not answering exactly to any known 
species, extant or fossil, but carved out of wood, after a 
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&,iitastic pattern, something between a scallop and a 
nautilus, evincing considerable imagination on the part 
of the designer or builder. And you can see the owner 
is proud of the idea ; for, while all the other sleighs 
that pass are so hung behind with bear or buffalo robes 
that you can scarcely discern the colour, much less the 
shape of their bodies, this one, to show off its peculiar 
form, and also perhaps to do justice to its crimson 
velvet lining, has no back-robe at all, the black bear 
being placed in front, instead of the ordinary wild-cat 
or wolf lap-skin. The runners are a pale straw-colour; 
the harness, which is rather more elaborate than usual 
for a one-horse sleigh, is adorned with silver crests, 
and the double-plated bells (suspended by a band of red 
leather, which encircles the body just behind the saddle 
of the collar) are acorns instead of the customary walnut 
pattern. The horse is not exactly such an one as a 
London exqtdsite might select for his cab; he has 
neither commanding stature nor clambering step, finely- 
arched neck nor gracefiilly-sweeping tail; but he is 
^ all horse, what there is of him,' and his points irre- 
proachable for a roadster. He is a dark bay, fifteen 
hands and a half high, with the compact figure, chunky 
neck, powerful fore-arm, and projecting hip of a trotter, 
and he steps fair and square in his gait, without a 
pause or a hitch anywhere, as a gentleman's trotter 
should. The portion of the turn-out most open to 
criticism is the groom, an unmistakable Fat. He 
has on a Parisian hat, probably a second-hand one of his 
master s ; an old pair of fashionably-cut trousers, most 
likely derived from the same source; a white cravat; 
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and a coaclmiaii's greatcoat of dark blue cloth, "with 
huge plated buttons and a crest on them. Such make- 
shift liveries may be seen all along Broadway on fine 
days, marring the appearance of the otherwise perfect 
equipages that congregate before Stewart's, the Howell 
and James of Grotham. When some enterprising imi- 
tators of European customs first introduced liveries, 
there was a great outcry against them on the part of 
the sovereign people. They were hooted out of Boston, 
and remain banished to this day. In New York the 
hatband has gained a partial and the button a general 
footing, but the plush has not been able to keep its 
ground ; so that the servants' costume presents a 
walking allegory of society, part English form and 
deference, part French affectation and dandyism, part 
native independence and outward equality. 

The sleigh stops before a house in the upper part of 
Broadway. Broadway was once the feshionable place 
of residence, as it still is the fashionable promenade, 
and most of the city magnates lived in it j but the 
progress of business northward crowded them out, and 
their dwelling-houses became shops, till, throughout its 
three nules of extent, from the battery to Union Place, 
scarcely a private residence remains, except in the 
most northerly half-mile, which still partly sustains 
its claim to be in the fashionable quarter of the 
town. Even here the dwellings are interspersed with 
shops ; elegant mansions are beginning to be elbowed 
by dentists and boarding-houses, and to assume an 
appearance of having been in the aristocratic precincts. 
Such is the house in question ; but, though hard pressed 



8 SKETCHES OF AMERICAN SOGIETT. 

by a busmess neighbourhood, it is still evidently the 
residence of a man of wealth and position. What is 
more remarkable, two or three garden lots are attached 
to it, and the garden and shrubbery form a marked 
break in the line of regularly-built four-story houses 
above and below. This is certainly a phenomenon in 
an American city, where a man will sip Cordon Bleu 
and Latour every day, or buy two hundred dollar 
handkerchief for his wife, or pay a fency price for a 
fast trotter ; but to lose the interest on a town lot by 
making a garden of it, is an extravagance not to be 
thought of. 

Two young men come out of the house. The first 
stands five feet ten, (in his boots, which help him an 
inch,) and is, probably, not a bad-looking fellow to 
begin with. At any rate, whatever he may be by 
nature, he has made the most of himself by art, being got 
up like a picture with a fine eye to effect and contrast. 
He has a very white overcoat, with a white velvet 
collar and large white silk buttons, and very black 
pantaloons, {Anglice, trousers,) chequered with a white 
bar, so ambitious in its dimensions, that there is not 
more than a square and a half of the figure on each leg, 
said legs not being very large. For a muffler he wears 
a red India scarf, leaving a little aperture under the 
knot at the throat to let us have a glimpse of the dia- 
mond pin that &.stens his red and black satin long 
cravat. His black hair is as glossy and neat as a 
woman's, and his moustache, which not being so old as 
his hair by twenty years is considerably lighter, has 
been brought up to a corresponding sable by some 
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skilfully applied dye, so as to set off to the best advan- 
tage the clear red and white of his complexion. Even 
through those thick white buckskin gloves and heavy 
cork-soled boots you may see that his extremities are 
delicately small ; and even through the carefully but- 
toned sack-coat you may notice that his figure is more 
slender in the waist and hollow in the back than you 
would have expected from his height, judging him by 
an English standard. His head is protected by a rich 
otter-skin cap, nearly as tall as a hat. The front and 
ear-pieces are turned up, and it is set rather jauntily 
on one side j but should the day prove too cold he can 
bury his features in it, till only the tip of his nose is 
exposed. That is Harry Mast^s, a young man of the 
exclusives, rejoicing in nothing to do and ten thousand 
a-year (dollars, not pounds) to spend. He has not long 
returned from his travels, and next week is to marry one 
of the most beautiftd women in the city. She has just 
attained her majority, and he is just twenty-three. 

His companion is about ten years older, though he 
might be any age, from twenty-five to forty, so far as 
his face shows, being one of those dark, wiry men, who 
retain the same appearance for fifteen or twenty years, 
and make up for looking like old men in their youth 
by looking like yoimg men in their middle age. Not 
that Tibbets Schuyler the broker is an ugly man ; on 
the contrary, he is rather handsome — decidedly hand> 
some, we might call him, according to the American 
type of men. He stands six feet two in his boots, and 
weighs barely one hundred and fifty poimds, great coat 
and all. His hair and whiskers are jet black, his 
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features regular and well-proportioned (except that his 
nose is a trifle long,) and his dark eyes keen and ex- 
pressive. If you were told that he was a jolly good 
fellow and a trump, there is nothing in his countenance 
to belie it ; if you were told that he would take in his 
own father for sixpence, there is nothing in his coun- 
tenance to belie that either : one thing only you would 
infer immediately and correctly, that it is no easy 
matter to take him in. His features, we have said, are 
good, but his face is of a uniform sallow tint, without 
freshness or colour. In this dyspeptic countenance, in 
the lines about his mouth and the absence of a mous- 
tache, you read the young man of business, who works 
hard and lives high, smokes abundantly, and, though 
too frugal of time to indulge in after-dinner or midnight 
revelries, has a pernicious habit of taking small drinks 
in the morning. These men present a singular con- 
trast and combination of strength and weakness. They 
can work at their desks all day for days together ; they 
walk like locomotives when they do walk ; are imper- 
vious to th6' intoxicating effects of any known liquor ; 
and though generally prudent enough to keep out of a 
row, acquit themselves manfully if ever caught in one. 
But they are continually bilious, dyspeptic, and alto- 
gether seedy; are subject to rheumatism and other 
venerable disorders, require strong excitement to amuse 
them, and know little of that every-day enjoyment of 
mere animal existence which a man derives from good 
health and consequent cheerful spirits. Of course 
Schuyler is not an exquisite. His drab great-coat is a 
real working, travelling garment, with plenty of pockets, 
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and no superfluous ornament in the way of cording, 
velvet, or buttons. His pantaloons (as he would call 
them) are an old black pair that have already done 
duty for dress as long as they were presentable, for 
evening parties ; his hat is not of the newest, and his 
neck is defended by a blue worsted comforter. Yet 
are none of these things put on carelessly, but with the 
air of a man who has been feshionably dressed when 
younger, and may be again when richer. His tastes 
now, however, are certainly not fashionable, nor can 
they be called literary. In the evening — ^if it is not 
the night before packet-day, or no other business call 
interposes — ^he patronizes Burton's theatre or the Ethi- 
opian Singers ; and at three in the affcemoon, when his 
office and the banks are shut, and his day's work ge- 
nerally through, he reads the papers, (the usual extent 
of his reading,) if the weather is unfavourable ; if it is 
fine he drives a trotter, or rather assists at the driving 
of one. For he does not keep a ' fast crab ' now him- 
self ; he is too intent on making a fortune, in the 
pursuit of which he has missed fire once already. 'No, 
he goes out driving with one or another of his friends, 
and in this way partially gets the interest of his earlier 
investments in horseflesh. 

And now the two friends are in the quaint little 
machine, filling the shell body full to overflowing, so 
that the bronzed railing which runs around the top of 
the back seems very necessary to keep one or both of 
them from being canted out ; Schuyler coils his long 
legs under him, the bear-skin is tucked in on both 
sides, * Ke-ip, Charlie 1' and the sleigh glides off at a 
five-minute pace. 
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It is a nice position altogether, that of Masters. 
Take a young man, handsome and clever enough to 
make him courted by others, and on very good terms 
with himself, in exuberant health (for Harry has not 
been home long enough to lose his fresh tint and grow 
dyspeptic), comfortably off in point of ' tin' for the pre- 
sent, and rich in anticipation and imagination for the 
future, in all the flush and exultation of a rapid, fer- 
vent, and successful courtship, and all his other delights 
swallowed up in the delight of reflecting that a witty 
and beautifrd. woman is soon to be his, — ^put him into a 
well-appointed sleigh, and let an indefiitigable trotter 
take him along eleven or twelve miles an hour, with the 
potentiality of nearly doubling that speed, and as he 
glides away musing on all his good luck, it would be a 
hard case if he were not happy and thankful. 

Yet why is not his ladye-love with him 1 Poor girl, 
it is so near the time that half her mornings are spent 
in consultation with dress-makers, and the accepted one 
is postponed to the milliner. But he has the memory 
of her last ineffable smile in his heart, and feels content. 
Schuyler looks amiable too. His are not the rosy 
visions and golden dreams of Masters, the pleasant reali- 
ties rivalled by more pleasant anticipations; but he is 
thinking of the good hit he made in government sixes 
last week, and how comfortable the sleigh is. 

'Why, you might go to sleep in this, Harry,' says 
the broker, who has just settled down into the position 
that affords perfect support to his back, and is lying 
coiled up like a sea-serpent in repose. 

Not the beginning of an answer from the other, who 
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is dreaming of thai smUe, no doubt. The horse, mean- 
while, seems to be taking care of himself. Having no 
winkers, he sees his own way and keeps a look-out, not 
only before but behind him. Were a hand lifted oi a 
handkerchief exhibited by his driver, he would take it 
for a signal to be oS, and would be off like a hurricane 
accordingly. And therefore is the cherry-handled whip 
kept completely out of his sight, lying in the hollow 
between Masters' side and the side of the sleigh, with 
the top sticking out behind under Harry's right arm 
and appearing to grow out of his pocket. Few trotters 
will bear even the sight of the whip — at least, not tiU 
half tired. A man usually wants all his hands to hold 
them to their trot. 

* That's really a nice animal,' says Schuyler, at last. 
He has hit the right topic to arouse his friend, who 
immediately begins to show signs of returning con- 
sciousness. 

' Yes, Charlie is a good horse. But I am not quite 
sure that he is now at the work he is best fit for. I 
rode him the other day and found he had the remains 
of a real canter, and all his paces were so good under 
the saddle that I think of devoting him to that pur- 
pose after this snow is over. He is not fast enough for 
harness.' 

' How fast V 

' Three seventeen with two in a wagon.' 

* But he is young.' 

* Seven.' 

* A horse does not feirly begin to trot till nine or ten. 
I wouldn't give up my original purpose. But we are 
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out too eaxly to test his speed against anything. It is 
only just past two.' (He has taken a half-holiday to- 
day on the strength of its being his birth-day.) 

* Exactly the reason I came out so early. I don't 
■want to race him, at least on the out-road. He has 
been in the stable for two days, and is too free to trot. 
We will go to Yorkville at an exercise gait, and then 
turn.' 

While thus talking they have left Broadway, and, 
turning to the right, have passed through Lafayette 
Place, a short, wide street, with a marble colonnade on 
one side and large brick and granite mansions on the 
other. Another turn to the right brings them into the 
Bowery, the great democratic, as Broadway is the great 
aristocratic, thoroughfare. It is a wider and straighter 
street, but the houses have a very different appearance. 
Markets, butchers' stalls, and secondhand furniture 
shops, abound in it. Leaving this not very interesting 
ground they shoot transversely into the Third Avenue, 
which, however, for the first five minutes, presents 
nearly the same features, till at the distance of a mile 
from their starting-point it begins to assume its proper 
characteristics. 

The Third Avenue has been ever since it was made, 
that is to say for twenty years, the exercise and trial 
ground of all the fast trotters and pacers in the city. 
It runs about a mile in town to the end of the ^ stones' 
or pavement, and nearly five miles out of town to Har- 
laem Bridge. In these five miles of road there are just 
as many hills, not steep, but gradual, and pretty equally 
distributed, so that every third or quarter of a nule 
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presents a different level ; and in every mile you have 
the'altemation of ascent, descent, and level ground. At 
the top and bottom of each hiU are several taverns, at 
which the horses may rest and their masters ' take a 
horn :' but more of these establishments are at the foot 
than at the summit, as it is the custom of the '&st 
crabs' to make a brush dawn the hill after ascending it 
leisurely. Besides the taverns, the jonly houses along 
the road are blacksmiths' and coachmakers', so that if 
you break a tire or lose a shoe you may be set to rights 
on the spot. The Avenue is wide, and in good order. 
The middle of it is macadamised, the sides are left in 
soft earth for the benefit of the trotters whose feet 
would be broken to pieces by hard pavement at their 
rate of going. These distinctions are now, of course, 
obliterated by the snow. 

From three till dark the fest horses and fast men are 
in their glory here. It is too early for them yet, as 
Schuyler said ; there are only family or omnibus sleighs 
out, so Charlie keeps on at one steady pace, without 
pulling very much, as there is nothing alongside to 
worry him. In fifteen minutes they are at Yorkville, a 
small and not over-clean suburb, inhabited chiefly by 
Irish, and here there are more taverns than ever. 
Masters does not stop at any; his horse needs no rest, 
and it is not altogether comme ilfaut to do so : but he 
has a word to say about some of them in passing. 

^ Wintergreen s is clearly the pet stopping-place now,' 
he observes, glancing towards a white house on the 
highest ground in YoA:ville. The long, low, white 
fihed near it is tenanted^ even at this early hour, by 
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twenty or more cutters, whose owners are tippling 
inside. 

* A queer fellow Wintergreen is, too ! "When sober 
(those are the mornings when he comes to sell you a 
horse) he behaves like a gentleman, and if he were put 
into a decent suit might almost pass for one. When 
drunk, which he is invariably at night, and finequently 
at noon, he is the beastliest of buffoons, and the £uicy 
men use him for their court-jester. His fe,ther was rich 
once ; he had money himself and good prospects when a 
youth, and might have done welL' 

' Yes,' says Schuyler, with an ironical smile, ' he 
might have gone through college, travelled in Europe, 
learned the polka, and been one of us.' 

There are two miles more to Harlaem Bridge, but 
Masters suddenly determines to go back. Perhaps his 
fingers are a little cold. ' Let us turn here,' and round 
sweeps the sleigh. Charlie begins to bear on the bit. 
Masters is fax from dreaming now. All his energies 
are concentrated on his horse, who is a handM on the 
home-road. 

^ Now we shall see them to the best advantage as they 
meet us.' 

* I must confess I should like one race, just to beat 
something before going in. I'm sure your horse is 
faster than you think him.' 

' Well, if anything comes along to give us a feir 
chance we loill have a race. See, here comes a batch 
from the city already, aU doing their best to be first at 
Wintergreen's.' 

Here they come, sure enough ! First advances an 
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old black pacer, that looks only fit for the crows : he 
is so fine-drawn as to appear all skin and bones, and 
steams like a limekiln ; but he has come down the last 
hill at a 2' 40'' stroke, and is going as well now if he can 
only keep it up a few seconds longer. What a pace it 
is ! not like trotting in the least, nor yet like running — 
more a scramble than anything else. His feet rise two 
on the same side at once ; sometimes all four are off the 
ground together, and he rocks till you fear he wiU roll 
over laterally. He tears along behind him a sleigh ot 
the commonest construction, a mere deal box on runners, 
fiimished with an ancient and fragmentary buffalo, 
which serves for robe and cushion botL The driver is 
' one of 'em,' a young butcher probably, in glazed leather 
cap and pea-jacket, despising gloves, yelling frantically 
to his animal, and putting on the string imsparingly, 
while he holds him up as if for life with his left hand. 
Close in the rear comes a beautiful clipped chestnut, a 
feir square trotter, driven in a handsome cutter by a 
feshionably-dressed youth. The young gentleman can- 
not be much above twenty, but he holds the ribands as 
carefully as an experienced jockey, and like a gentleman 
too — no recourse to the whip, no screaming at his horse, 
but a perfect management of his mouth, so as to get his 
ftdl speed out of him without risk of a break. His nag 
has less foot for a brush than the pacer, therefore he is 
behind ; but more strength and endurance, therefore he 
sticks to him, and hopes to catch him. About two 
lengths behind come an old gentleman and his negro 
servant, with a fine team of bays. They are large and 
handsome enough for carriage-horses, matched exactly, 

c 
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and go * to the pole/ i.e. together, in 3' 5'' — in fact they 
are going at that rate now. Down the hills they Ml 
behind the single horses, but up-hill, where the weight 
telk, a team has the best of it, and accordingly you see 
them gaining now. The old fellow, who is as ardent 
for the sport as a boy, knows this well, and keeps them 
up to their work. The team gains on the chestnut, the 
chestnut on the black : they are not more than three 
lengths fipom the tavern. Suddenly the pacer stops 
short and capers. He is used up, and has * broken.' 
The chestnut glides by like an arrow, and being none 
too fresh himself, escapes forther pursuit of the team by 
slipping triumphantly under Wintergreen's shed, whither 
the discomfited black follows him ; while the big bays 
keep their way up the road, and after them trail two 
men with a grey horse, who, though visibly tailed oft, 
still persist in a fruitless attempt to overtake the gallant 
pair. 

* There goes twelve himdred cash,' says Schuyler, as 
he glances back at the receding trotters. ' But it's a 
good team, and well worth the money if a man has it.' 

* I mean to treat myself to a team whenever I can 
pick one up at a fair valuation — ^when some one breaks 
or goes abroad, and wants to sell his horses. But I 
don't mean to trust myself in a jocke/s hands again. I 
have had to do with the fraternity three times already, 
and come off tolerably welL Fortune is not to be 
tempted too often.' 

^ You have no reason to quarrel with your last pur- 
chase. He goes prettily, and keeps it up welL Does 
he pull muchr 
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* Not as trotters go ; but he requires a tight rein. 
HaUo ! Wo-o, CharUe ! ' 

The horse has made a leap that jerks both the occu- 
pants of the sleigh nearly out of it, and would be off in 
a run but for the ready hand of his driver. At the 
same moment a large brown mare rushes by with the 
least possible quantity of harness on her, a shadowy 
sleigh behind her, and a little black-eyed, fdr-capped 
man in it. Though Charlie is stepping off at least four- 
teen miles an hour, he is left behind in an instant as if 
standing stilL 

* There's a fest one ! Can you catch him 1 ' 

' I should be sorry to try it with the double weight 
we have, and the start he has. Even if I were ten 
seconds in the mile fester than he is, I could not over- 
haul him before he gets to Sparks'.' 

* True ; he will stop at the Four-mile-House, no 
doubt. His pace is too good to last. I didn't think 
of that.' 

About a minute and a-half passes in silence. Schuyler, 
not wishing to be caught again without notice, has 
roused himself from his recumbent attitude, and keeps 
a good look-out behind. Masters is wholly occupied 
with his horse, who grows more eager as he approaches 
home. They are near the Four-mile House, when two 
common-looking men in a common-looking sleigh, with 
a loug-legged roan pacer, emerge from the shed some 
hundred yards in front, and dart off at fiill speed. 

' Now for it,' says Masters : ' we'll try those feUows.' 

* Do you thiok you can have them ? Their horse is 
going very fast.' 

c 2 
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^ YoTi never can tell how fast a pacer goes till yon are 
alongside of him. There is no stopping-place between 
this and town : they must go to the stones, or where 
the stones should be, and that's a nule and a half, and 
Charlie will outlast them that distance if they outfoot 
him at first. G'lang, old fellow.' 

While thus delivering himself of his opinion, Masters 
has been making hasty preparation for the trial. Taking 
an equal hold of the reins at that point where he can 
best apply his whole weight and power to them, he 
twists one round each hand to prevent their slipping ; 
then bracing his feet against a little iron bar that runs 
inside the swelling dashboard (for they would go right 
through the leather), he throws himself back on the. 
lines simultaneously with the 'g'lang' that starts his 
horse. The ever-ready beast leaps off as if his run were 
arrested midway and turned into a trot ; at every step 
his hind legs are lifted quicker and tucked further 
under him, and his fore feet rise higher from the ground 
as he darts down the slight descent before him at a 
three-minute velocity. The reins are so tight that you 
might stand upon them ; Masters is nearly standing 
behind them, for as he neither will nor can give an inch 
(his arms being already stretched straight out and the 
reins secured by the twists in them), the pull all but 
lifts him to his feet. So rapid is the brush, that they 
are soon close upon the other sleigh, and Schuyler can 
distinguish that its occupants are of not-to-be-mistaken 
Bowery cut — ^veritable * b'hoys.' Charlie is just lapping 
their sleigh when the driver breaks out with an 
unearthly yell, which has the double effect of stimulat- 
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iiig his own horse and Mghtening the other. The next 
moment Charlie is dancing in the air, and the old roan 
racker glides away as if hy very magic, skimming over 
the snow hke a bird, and looking ready to shake himself 
out of his ancient and scanty harness. 

^ Wo-o, Charlie ! What / about ? Ho-o, poor fel- 
low r and Masters hauls his horse first to one side of 
the road and then to the other, in vain efforts to make 
him catch his trot. Charlie throws his head up and 
jerks it down, and keeps cantering for ten seconds in 
spite of all that can be done, till at last, just as they 
reach level groimd, he strikes his true gait with a boimd 
like a hunter's, and is off &ster than ever. K the road 
continued to descend there would be little chance of 
closing the gap ; but it now rises for a quarter of a 
mile, and a trotter generally climbs better than a pacer. 
This is what Masters depends on, and accordingly he 
drives as if for a fortime to come up with the racker 
before the road dips again. Now he eases out his horse 
the least bit by bending sLLghtly forward ; now he lifts 
him with the rein, and again holds on with all his 
might to keep him from breaking ; now he stimulates 
him with a gentle chirrup, and now sends at him a 
prolonged growl, such as trotters and the drivers of 
trotters delight in. Meanwhile he carefully scans the 
road a-head, so as to avoid every inequality and keep 
on a smooth and even surface, nearly, but not quite, in 
the middle of the road, where the snow is neither so 
much worn down as to make it hard running for the 
sleigh, nor so deep as to clog the horse's feet. Schuyler 
sits motionless and breathless, watching the rapidly 
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diminishing interval between the sleighs. Masters' 
calculation proves true. Before the ascent is completed, 
the gap of eight or ten lengths has been shut to within 
one and a half. Charlie's head is in a parallel line with 
the pendant bufialo of the Bowery sleigh, and not more 
than three feet behind it. The broker's excitement 
overpowers him. His long body and sharp nose reach 
over like those of a cockswain when he bobs to the 
stroke, and his eyes flash with eagerness. 

' Now hold him, Masters, hold him ! Don't let him 
break ; don't, for God's sake ! Shall I drive V 

' Teach your grandmother !' 

Masters is comparatively cool ; he feels sure of catch- 
ing them before the descent, and then he means to 
wait on them down tiU he can tire out or break up 
the racker. And now the b'hoy, finding himself over- 
hauled, emits another hideous screech and lays the 
string about fearfully. But either he has been prema- 
ture in his manoeuvre, or Harry is better prepared for 
it this time : the only ejffect of all the row is to help 
Charlie on. Three of his bounding steps, — ^with the 
first he laps the other sleigh, with the second he is 
alongside the roan, and the third puts his belly on a 
line with the pacer's nose. He is a neck and shoulders 
arhead and going his very best. 

* Hi-i-i ! G'lang ! He-e-e-eh !' shout both the Bowery 
boys at once, and slash goes the long whip again. All 
they can accomplish by this demonstration is to fetch 
their horse up even with Charlie, who has lost a little 
ground by swerving to the right to avoid an omnibus 
that takes up half the road. This movement brings 
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the sleiglis so close that they almost touch, and thus 
they go down the hiU at the rate of eighteen miles an 
hour, locked like a double team. The b'hoy is pouring 
out a stream of yells at his horse, and Masters is hold- 
ing on to his as a man holds on for his life. The pacer, 
black with sweat, and dropping foam from Ins mouth, 
scrambles along with his head down like a lame cat. 
Charlie's glossy flanks are marked with a dark streak 
here and there, and a few beads of white hang about 
his mouth j he trots fair and square still, with his head 
well up and his legs striking out regularly as a steam- 
engine. The contest will be decided by this hiU, for 
neither horse is fresh enough to make up a gap in the 
preceding half mile of level ground which brings them 
to the city. It is safe betting on the trotter if his 
temper and his owner's arms only hold out, for he goes 
better at every step, while his opponent flags visibly. 
See, Harry is a head and shoulders in advance again — 
aU that he wishes to be at present, so he keeps his 
horse well in hand with a hard, steady pull. They are 
half way down and the momentum of the descent is at 
its Tnaximum when the b'hoy makes his last eflbrt. 
Whip, voice, and rein are combined in one final push, 
and, aided by the ground, he absolutely shoves his horse 
once more even with Charlie. At this critical instant 
Masters feels the pull slacken a little — ^very little, but 
enough, combined with his keen eye for pace, to tell 
him that his horse is coining back to him. 

* He-e-eh ! Why, Charlie, are you going to leave 
your master, old fellow ? He-e-eh ! steady, boy ! g'lang !' 
The lines are drawn tight as a bowstring; Charlie's 
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neck goes out and his head down as he reaches away in 
his bounding trot, and gains half a length on the enemy 
at two steps. 

* Steady, boy ! so-o ! G'lang, now !' 

* He-e-e-eh ! Gr-r-r ! G'lang, you beggar !' 

' Take care, Masters, take care ! Ncyw you have 'em ! 
Hurrah !' 

Splut ! There is a great scattering of snow. The 
racker has broken short up, and fairly disappeared in a 
cloud of his own raising. 

For a hundred yards or more the trotter sweeps on 
triumphantly at the top of his speed. Then his owner 
draws him in very carefully, it being nearly as nice a 
matter to diminish as to iucrease the velocity of a fast 
horse, siace the least jerk or sudden check will break 
him. More by the voice than the reins he is sobered 
down to his wonted pace of twelve miles an hour, at 
which the sleigh continues to slide on merrily, and our 
friends have a little leisure to look about them. They 
are passing the Three-mile House, once a tavern on the 
road, but now less than half a mile from the pavement. 
It is past three, and every one is going out. The road 
is beginning to be thronged. 

' What a lot of them !' says Masters. ' There is 
Henderson with his clipped bays, not so fast for a 
brush, but equal to anything for three miles. And 
there is Blaok Modesty— good for 2' 38''. They call 
her Modesty because she travels with her head down. 
And there is Lowenberg, with four white horses.' 

And the fiery little foreigner dashes by with two 
dashing Creole-looking women in his sleigh, and a neat 
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groom, dangerously like himself, on the driving-seat 
alongside him. 

'There goes the horse of horses, Jim Polk. His 
owner told me, that just before this snow came on he 
paced half a mile in fifty-nine seconds.' 

' He ought to repeat that in public, then, for his best 
mile time on record is 2' 23''. But I wouldn't have 
him for a gift, imless I wanted to meet with what the 
newspapers call the ' painful accident' of getting my 
neck broke.' 

Masters casts one look at * the fastest pacer in the 
world.' Polk is a middle-sized chestnut, with a flowing 
tail and mane, handsome enough for a lady's horse, and 
with power written in every muscle. He is pouring 
foam from a desire to get off, and his owner's efforts to 
restrain him. And then Harry turns round and starts 
off his horse once more, for his old enemy, the roan, is 
creeping up behind, and trying to steal a march on 
him. But it's no use. Charlie has lost his superfluous 
fire ; he can be held with one hand, and will take the 
whip. Masters puts it on him — ^three light strokes — 
and at every one he doubles himself up faster and 
throws more road behind him. By a great effort the 
pacer has put himself close behind Masters' sleigh, so 
that he is almost looking over Schuyler's head : but not 
another inch can he better his position, nor can he hold 
it more than a few moments. There is no more left in 
him, and he falls back exhausted, and is pulled up to a 
walk. And now as Harry for the second time eases 
down his horse, another four-horse sleigh meets them. 
It cuts more dash than Lowenberg's — richer fiirs, 
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showier livery, finer horses, more paint and gilding. 
The team are greys and chestnuts [sorrels they are 
called in America), driven chequered; that is, the horses 
of the same colour diagonally. Highly polished steel 
chains take the place of martingale and polestrap ; and 
the rest of the harness, except the collars and traces, is 
made of white silk cord. Within are two men and 
two women, elaborately dressed ; but they are not of 
* our set,' or any set that Masters knows. 

* Schuyler, whose team is that 1 Some rowdy's, I 
perceive.' 

* It shows you are a virtuous youth to ask such a 
question. You know all the proper celebrities, and 
none of the improper ones. That is Mary Black, who 
keeps the greatest flash-house in Leonard Street.' 

* That vile woman ! I thought she was in prison.' 

' So she was, and got out again on some technicality.' 
[They did ^quod' the woman permanently some 
months after ; but it was only accomplished at great 
trouble and expense to the city, and Schuyler has 
already seen so many rogues go imwhipt of justice, 
that he may be pardoned a little scepticism.] 

'Doubtless there are several causes of this mal- 
administration, or non-administration of the laws, but 
one is particularly obvious. I consider the Anti- 
Capital-Punishment agitators — ^Whitey, Carroll, and 
that set — directly responsible for half the rascality in 
this city and state. Their arguments, though nominally 
directed at the death penalty merely, really aim at all 
penalties, create a morbid sympathy for all criminals, 
and resolve all crimes into disease or insanity, accord- 
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ing to phrenology or some other of their hobbies, which 
they have dignified with the name of sciences.' 

' Yes ; and these scamps aim at all the property in 
the country, and want to resolve it into their own 
pockets. And that is why I think the Jacobin a worse 
paper than the Seujer, though the former preserves a 
decent exterior of language. It has been the great 
abettor of the Anti-Renters throughout.' 

^ Does it preserve a decent exterior of language] 
Is not Whitey an avowed Fourierite and Communist ? 
and are not his contributors following suit V 

* But you don't know Whitey's excuse V 
'No.' 

* He is the most henpecked and curtain-lectured of 
men, and therefore goes in for Fourier's plan, hoping 
that, in the general distribution of women and goods, 
some one else may get Mrs. Whitey.' 

'A precious fellow, too, that correspondent of his, 
who has just been writing some city sketches — ' Bits 
of Gotham,' he calls them. They are all constructed 
on this pleasant and easy syllogism, — 'Some men in 
good society are hypocrites; therefore all respectable 
people are scamps.' To read this vagabond, a stranger 
would believe that our fashionable ladies were in the 
daily habit of making assignations at confectioners', 
and that all our church deacons and trustees lived 
upon the wages of iniquity, sanctioned, if not practised, 
by themselves. A pretty storm there would be if any 
foreigner dared to talk so ; but this pestilent fellow, 
it seems, may slander his coimtrymen and country- 
women with impunity and profit ! Did you ever hear 
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of this man Groldsmith — ^P. P. Groldsmith, Esquire, as 
he calls himself?' 

* No ; but I believe he was cut or snubbed by some 
gentlemen with whom he was trying to scrape acquaint- 
ance, and hence his hatred and abuse of the ' Upper 
Ten." 

'As to Carroll, one understands him well enough. 
Est proprium hv/momi generis, and so forth. A bene- 
volent Whig merchant took him up when a poor 
boy, educated him, and gave him a feir start in life. 
Of course he became a violent Democrat, intensely 
hostile to all Whigs,* and all merchants. His descent 
tells there. It's a real specimen of Irish gratitude.' 

Masters remains half sulky, half pensive. They 
sweep down the Avenue into the broad Bowery, and 
through La&yette Place again. Masters likes to drive 
past Lafeiyette Place, for he owns a house there, and it 
gives him a chance to talk about ' my house,' and ' my 
tenant.' They are in Broadway again. 

' Won't you come and dine with us, Schuyler ? Four 
sharp. The grand-governor is iU, and I have the ceUar 
key and the butcher's book. There is a bottle of 
Cordon Blue in ice ; our cook makes good oyster soup ; 
smelts are prime now; and I laid in a taU Philadelphia 
capon this morning. Come !' 



* The American Whigs are Conservatives, except some of those 
in New York. 
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CHAPTER II 

A WEDDING 'ABOVE BLEECKEE," 

THE first thing, as a general rule, that a young 
Gothamite* does is to get a horse ; the second, to 
get a wife. Having, therefore, seen Henry Masters on 
the road, it naturally follows in order that we should 
go to see him married. 

A fashionable marriage is an event to honour which 
all nature and all art are expected to put on their best 
feice, and present themselves in their brightest colours. 
You go to such a wedding prepared to see the nicest 
kind of people \mder the most fe,vourable circmn- 
stances. Accordingly, whereas in my last we found it 
necessary to mention Bowery Boys and newspaper 
editors, and various other low characters, not to speak 
of our Mend Tibbets Schuyler, who is decidedly 
* second set,' I shall, on the present occasion, introduce 
you to none but the real respectable, fashionable, 
exquisite part of New York society, the very cream of 
the cream ; and if you find them very slow, it isn't 
my fe,ult. I have an idea that feshionable people are 
stupid all over the world, even when they are fastest. 



* The appellation of Gotham was first given to New York by 
Washington Irving in his earliest work, Salmagundi^ evidently 
alluding to the singular wisdom of the inhabitants ; and the city is 
now familiarly known throughout America by this name ; just as 
Boston, for less evident reasons, is generally called the American 
Athens, 
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It is mid-winter still, and there is snow on the 
ground ; but the sleighing is not so good as it was, and 
the state of the streets admits * wheeling.' Wheeling 
Masters is, not in the ancient olive chariot which he 
nsually does his grandfe.ther the honour to borrow 
when going out, for to-night the old gentleman is 
going out himself; but in the neat claret brougham 
of his first groomsman, Philip Yan Home, imder 
whose auspices and comfort he is about to go through 
an awfdl ceremony at eight p.m. ; that is to say, in 
about twenty-five minutes fix)m the present time. 

It is the ceremony of matrimony. 

Henry was an orphan. This condition is in most 
parts of the world supposed to render a young man an 
object of pity and compassion ; but in America it is 
deemed peculiarly desirable, as it puts him into posses- 
sion of his fortune immediately on attaining his 
majority, and relieves him firom even the semblance 
of authoritative interference with his movements after 
that epoch. So far as he can be said to have any 
home (for he has been very much in a state of transit 
and travel for the last four years, ever since he 
graduated at Columbia College), he lives with his 
maternal grandfather, Mr. Backus, in New York, 
during the winter, and at his brother Carl's country- 
seat on the Hudson in summer. When a young man 
of independent means is thus afloat on the world, his 
friends think it desirable to get him married as soon 
as possible, for the same reason that a boy is often sent 
to school — ^to keep him out of mischief So when 
Henry came back from the Rhine one spring, and in 
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the natural course of things was expected at Eavens- 
wood (which, hy the way, had never had a raven within 
ten miles of it), Carl took care to have proper relays 
of young ladies provided on visits of a week or a 
fortnight each, ostensibly as company to Miss Masters, 
who had come out last winter : but it was known per- 
fectly by all the dear creatures who came that Carl 
Masters had a brother to dispose of Three damsels 
came successively, and walked and sailed, and rode and 
drove, and went through aU the proper business with 
Henry, the accompanying papas or mammas and 
Mr. and Mrs. Carl always taking care to keep at a 
respectful distance. And the three damsels departed 
successively, but not successfully, so fer as the impres- 
sion on either side was concerned. But when the fourth 
came, Harry finding her an undeniable beauty, and 
clever to boot, and knowing that she was an heiress to 
some extent, and that there was no mother-in-law (an 
immense point), very speedily * concluded to invest,' as 
Tibbets Schuyler would have phrased it, in case the 
young lady accorded. And, somehow or other, Clara 
Yanderlyn also came to the conclusion that Henry 
Masters was rich enough and handsome enough for her, 
and that he was a very proper and virtuous young 
man, and had a positive reputation for literary attain- 
ments. Not that she valued the last for its own sake, 
since she seldom read anything more profound than a 
novel, but she esteemed it as helping to give a man ^dat; 
and, on the whole, decided that he was a very eligible 
match. Perhaps her decision was accelerated by the 
information conveyed in a letter from a Mend at Old- 



32 SKETCHES OF AMERICAN SOCIETY. 

port Springs, that her contemporary and rival hdie^ 
Miss De Lancey, had been cutting a great dash there, 
and was positively engaged to a rich Bostonian. Soon 
the young people began to look very understandingly 
at each other, and to make those mutual confidences of 
the eyes which express so much more than can be said 
in words ; and the Yanderlyns were easily persuaded 
to stay another week ; and it was hinted very early in 
the feJl* that there was something between Mr. 
Masters and Miss Yanderlyn ; and as soon as they 
returned to the city, attentive fiiends kept asking them 
and their relatives ^if they were not engaged;' and 
when at last one fine day iu the Indian summer (a 
delightful appendix to the warm weather which the 
northern states enjoy in November), the two were seen 
walking arm-and-arm down Broadway, nobody was the 
least surprised at it. 

Harry is to be married, then, to-night, and he is 
going for that purpose — ^to church 1 No, to the house 
of his fe,ther-iQ-law. 

Mr. Yanderlyn's house is distant from that of old 
Backus about half a mile north-westerly, and situated 
on the comer of one of the long, broad avenues, that 
intersect the upper part of the city longitudinally, and 
one of the widest of the numerous cross streets which 
in this quarter are wide and narrow in the proportion 
of about one to eight. The comer is a fevourite situa- 
tion. Why should it be thought desirable to have the 



♦ An American rarely says autumn or autumnalf but uses the 
more poetic word, botii as adjective and substantive. 
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dust and noise of two streets instead of one ? A 
Frenchinan or German disposed to theorize on local 
peculiarities would say it was owing to the business 
habits of the New Yorkers ; that a ' comer lot ' being 
more valuable for a shop or a warehouse, thus came by 
force of association to be considered equally so for a 
private dwelling. But there is a more natural and 
very appreciable reason for the preference. As the 
houses are built close against each other, with the main 
rooms three-deep on a floor, the middle room of the 
three in each story is dark, having no means of illu- 
mination from without, except when the position of 
the house at a comer affords a side light. The street 
on which one side of Mr. Vanderlyn's dwelling stands 
is a feshionably-built and inhabited street, and the 
avenue on which it fronts is the fEishionable avenue. 
Three streets to the east there is one ftdly as broad 
and convenient, and two streets to the west another; 
but that on the east is decidedly second-rate in point 
of &ishion, and that on the west literally nowhere, 
there not being a house belonging to * any of us ' in it. 
The general course of £sishion has been necessarily 
northward (as the city, bmlt on a narrow island, can- 
not expand laterally) with a slight inclination west- 
ward. But many accidents help to make a particular 
quarter feshionable. In the present instance, Vander- 
lyn and two or three of his friends happening to own 
land here, built on it, and were influential enough to 
draw other friends round them, and give a name and 
reputation to the avenue. Similar attempts are con- 
tinually made, and frequently without success. The 

D 



34 SKETCHES OF AMERICAN SOCIETY. 

upper part of the city is dotted over with little spots, 
which have tried to be feshionable places and couldn't 
be. This is particularly the case with the portion 
'above Bleecker Street/ which street is familiarly 
taken, though not with strict correctness, as a bo\in- 
dary between the business and pleasure quarters of the 
town. 

The house is built of brick ; not, however, the flaring 
vermilion, with each individual brick picked out in 
white-lead, which disfigures a great part of New York 
(though it is not quite aU red brick Hke Philadelphia), 
but a dark brown, nearly corresponding in colour to 
the thin veneering, as it were, of stone, which covers 
the front on the avenue. This same stone front pre- 
sents rather an imposing appearance when you are 
right before it, but seen together with the brick gable 
on the street it exhibits a contrast of material which, 
notwithstanding the similarity of the colour, is fer 
from agreeable to the eye. Old Yanderlyn is a man 
of taste ; considerations either of economy or of con- 
formity to the popular want of taste must have led him 
to adopt this common incongruity. 

Masters and Van Home are ascending the steps. 
Let us go in with them, and you will see an average 
house of the first class, not such a one as a millionaire 
occasionally half ruins himself by building and furnish- 
ing to make a new lion for the town ; but a fair type 
of a New York gentleman's house, equal to the majority 
of those at which you will visit or dance during a 
season. It has been hinted more than once that land 
in feshionable localities is expensive, and the Gotham- 
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ites, when they build, are consequently economical of 
ground. A 4ot' of the ordinary size is twenty-five 
feet front by a hundred deep. The desire to make one's 
house a little superior to the ordinary standard has 
caused many of the lots in the newer and more fcishion- 
able streets to be arranged, wherever the size of the 
* blocks '* would admit it, with fronts of twenty-six or 
twenty-seven feet. It will be evident that such a 
width allows only one front room alongside of the not 
very wide haU : the house can only be extended per- 
pendicularly and longitudinally. 

Thus Mr. Vanderlyn's twenty-six feet are carried 
up into four pretty tall stories, and back over nearly 
seventy feet of the hundred which the lot contains, 
leaving the smallest possible quantity of yard, but 
allowing three rooms &a suite on each floor. One incon- 
venience of this arrangement is, that either your hall 
shrinks into very small dimensions — ^becomes, in fact, 
merely two landing-places — or you must dispense with 
a private staircase altogether. Mr. Yanderlyn has 
chosen the latter alternative, and up and down a single 
steep and narrow flight of stairs, whenever the Yan- 
derlyns give a party, every one has to tramp on enter- 
ing and retiring, for all the cloaking and uncloaking 
must be done in the bedrooms, as there is no place for 
it elsewhere. Very inconvenient, you will say; but 
use is second nature, and the New Yorkers are so used 
to this climbing and swarming on the stairs, that e^en 



* A block is the front space of one street between two others, 
from corner to comer. 
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in a double housBy or a house cmd a halfy or a basement 
hcmsey three difTerent styles which would all admit of 
doaking-rooms on the lower floor, no one ever thinks 
of having them there. 

Masters is now to become an inmate of the house 
where he has been so often of late a guest, for it is the 
invariable custom that the young couple shall reside 
with the bride's father for the first four or six months. 
Indeed he may already be said to have taken up his 
quarters there. This morning his valet came round ; 
for Harry has just set up a valet, a sort of English- 
Irifdmian, who makes it his principal business to quarrel 
with all the other servants wherever he is ; and this 
important personage brought over various preliminary 
instalments of Mr. Masters — seven coats and twelve 
pair of trousers, and about thirty waistcoats, no end of 
linen, and carpet-bags ftdl of boots, a gorgeous dressing- 
gown, and Turkish slippers, and smoking-cap, and 
cigars numerous, and aU sorts of paraphernalia gene- 
rally, tmtil the little dressing-room adjoining the nuptial 
chamber is overflowing with foppery. And now as the 
happy man pauses on the second flight of stairs, he can- 
not help casting a glance at the door of the front room 
on the second stoiy, for he hears the flutter of female 
voices and dresses, and knows that his bride is there. 
Yes, in that room she is contemplating herself before a 
pier-glass with her six bridemaids hovermg around her, 
and making the last suggestions and arrangements about 
her dress. 

Clara Yanderlyn, or Clara Masters we may call her 
now without much anticipation, is a New York hdle 
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and beauty. The terms are not by any means synony- 
mouS; tbough in her case both attractions happen to be 
united. But when I speak of her as a beauty, you 
must dismiss all ideas of voluptuousness, commanding 
£gure, Jimo mien, and the like, and sunmion up all such 
associations as you have been accustomed to connect 
with the words sylph and fidry. You could not call 
her a ' fine' or a ' striking' woman, for she stands about 
five feet one, and probably weighs less than a himdred 
pounds ; but you must own that she is a very lovely 
one. Her complexion is a pure blonde, the most exqui- 
site combination of red and white ; and her hair, that 
* brown in the shadow and gold in the sun,' which poets 
love to rave of, and painters are always trying to paint. 
Her features are delicate and regular ; her nose very 
slightly aquiline, with the thin blood-horse nostril, 
which is supposed to be aristocratic ; her throat and 
chin beautifully rounded ; her mouth small and tempt- 
ing, yet with an expression of firmness at the comers, 
which to the close observer denotes no want of spirit ; 
her eyes are the clearest blue, neither large nor lan- 
guishing — they might not attract much attention by 
themselves, but are marvellously suited to the rest of 
her face, and give the signal for the ineffable smiles 
which, whenever she is thoroughly pleased, sparkle out 
suddenly over her whole countenance, and light up 
those beautiful and expressive features imtil 

A man had given all other bliss, 
And all his worldly worth for this, 
To waste his whole heart in one kiss 
Upon her perfect lips. 

As to her dress, it is all white, of course, a delicate 
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wreath of orange blossoms (white roses are trying to 
any woman, but especially to a small woman), a profti- 
sion of the finest lace — ^but no ornaments of any kind. 
What jewellery she has — and it is not a great deal — is 
displayed on a table in the little cedar-closeted passage 
that serves her for a dressing-room, along with all the 
handkerchiefs, and fans, and small articles of plate, and 
various knick-knacks that she has received from her 
friends and relations ; and they will aU be inspected to- 
night by the curious ladies, who take advantage of such 
an opportunity to criticize everything in the house, 
from the new chandeliers to the bride's nightcap. 

All this we see by our privilege. Harry sees nothing 
of it as yet. He passes on to the third story front- 
room, enters the open door with Yan Home close at 
his heels, and finds himself in the presence of a large 
bowl of punch and his second groomsman and first 
cousin, Gerard Ludlow. There are plenty of mirrors 
and candles about, and a great display of toilet appa- 
ratus, in case the young men need to complete their 
Adonisation. 

You couldn't do much more to the bridegroom, for 
he is got up to kill. His mulberry-blue coat, resplen- 
dent with gilt buttons, and white satin skirt lining, 
fits him as if he had been moulded and cast into it. 
His white watered-satin waistcoat, which descends about 
three inches lower than if it were the work of an Eng- 
lish tailor, is set off by a heavy gold chain, streaming 
down from a little watch-pocket under his left arm to 
the lowest button-hole, into which it hooks. Surely he 
has appropriated some of what should be his wife's 
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jewellery, for in that very embroidered cambric shirt of 
his sparkle three splendid diamonds set in dark blue 
enamel He must have stolen a bit of her lace to finish 
off that flourishing white tie. His pantaloons are a 
triumph of art, and his supematurally fitting boots 
are — ^not patent leather, but (a wrinkle worth noting) 
thin French calf, carefiilly varnished afresh from day to 
day. He has pulled off one glove, and is playing with 
it to show his little white hand and a fine sapphire 
which he has had cut into a seal ring. 

Grand as he is, Ludlow is a touch above him. He 
has a grander tie, more embroidery, larger diamond 
studs, and for watch-chain an enamelled snake, with a 
head of opals and rubies. But Gerard is a magnificent 
fellow, and can carry off any amount of dress. If there 
were only some ornamental service, like the Guards, in 
New York, he would become it grandly ; having no 
such resource, he drives stylish equipages (belonging to 
other people), gives and goes to recherche little dinners, 
and dances the polka and redowa in the intervals ; by 
which contrivances he manages to pass his time agreeably 
and ornamentally. He is two years younger than 
Henry : though not precisely of like tastes, they are 
much attached to each other ; indeed the only thiug 
which ever alloys the good feeling between them is a 
slight family likeness, sometimes remarked by strangers, 
to the annoyance of both. For Gerard, who is nearly 
half-a-foot taller than Harry, thinks himself, at least 
proportionably handsomer, which he is ; and Harry 
thinks that he knows three times as much as Gerard, 
and shows it in his face, which he does : so neither of 
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them is flattered by the resemblance. By the way, did 
you ever know two persons who were ? Gerard's &.ther 
allows him twenty-five himdred a-year {doUourSy always 
remember), and he lives at the rate of eight thousand, 
partly by tick, partly on his brothers and acquaintances ; 
for he is so generous, affable, and altogether so gentle- 
manly a fellow, that it is a pleasure to oblige him ; and 
some day he wiU be a rich man and repay all hospi- -- 
talities and kindnesses with interest. Moreover, it 
should be mentioned in justice to him, that, with all 
his luxurious and spendthrift habits, he is free from 
any vicious propensity, drinks moderately, eschews 
gambling, and has no female acquaintance whom he 
would be ashamed to acknowledge before ladies. 

And now it would not be respectftd to postpone any 
longer our mention of Phil Van Home, the oldest and 
richest of the groomsmen. A genuine Knickerbocker 
from the start, in the enjoyment of hereditary wealth, 
and fortunately without any turn for dissipation, he 
began by educating himself thoroughly, according to the 
American notion of the thing, — ^that is to say, he learned 
a little of everything. He studied law for six months 
affcer leaving college, and attended medical lectures for 
a year, and once contributed to a mathematical journal 
He is an amateur performer on two or three instru- 
ments, and sketches rather prettily, and has mastered 
the common-places of three or four modem languages. 
But all these accomplishments being grafted upon a 
certain native Dutch solidity, he. is by no means forward 
to display them, and will always let the rest of the 
company do the talking, unless you take consideraible 
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trouble to stir him up and put Iiitti througli his paces. 
Perhaps it is this same disposition which has caused him 
to remain a bachelor till the mature age of thirty, 
though greatly sought after for his wealth, and con- 
nexions, and abilities, and good habits (the money first 
and the virtue last : I believe we have enumerated the 
desirable qualities in their proper order). He is now 
an inveterate groomsman, having assisted at half-a- 
dozen similar occasions within the last three years ; 
indeed, it is considered quite the thing to call on Phil 
for his services,- for he is tall and good-looking, and 
decidedly ornamental, in addition to his other merita 

Here come the other groomsmen, Sedley and Lau- 
rence, Jones, and Robinson. Very young men they 
are, — boys they would be called elsewhere. Sedley is 
a sucking barrister, sharp, spiteful, and loquacious; 
Jones makes believe to be clerk to his father, a well- 
known WaU Street broker ; Laurence and Robinson 
are not long out of college, and have not exactly made 
up their minds what they shall be; their present 
occupation is chiefly dancing ^he polka. One resem- 
blance you will observe in all the six : they have blue 
coats with gilt buttons, and their waistcoats are of the 
same pattern with Masters', as if he had put them 
into his livery for the occasion ; and so he has in a 
sense, for he gave them coats and waistcoats. Me- 
thinks this custom is somewhat snobbish, and might 
with propriety be abolished. 

Masters is fidgetting slightly, and looking at his 
watch about once every three seconds ; Ludlow and 
Sedley are chaffing him mildly; the other three are 
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practising a polka step, — ^the natural resource of a 
young Gothamite when he has nothing else to do. A 
servant announces that Hhe ladies are ready;' Van 
Home, with very serious face, ladles out a full tumbler 
of punch, and hands it over to Harry, who disposes of 
it rapidly. Then they hasten down to the second 
story, where each man picks up his lady on his arm in 
passing; and so the party of twelve sail down into 
the middle parlour of the first floor, — ^the folding-doors 
on each side of which are closed. In the front parlour 
both families are attendant, to the number of sixty, of 
all ages ; from old Backus, who never stirs out except 
to see one of his grandchildren married, to the Master 
Yanderlyns, two promisiug collegians of fourteen and 
sixteen, who look up with intense respect to their new 
brother as a man who has been abroad, and owns a fast 
trotter. As soon as the bridal party is arranged in a 
semicircle, filling up about half the room, the folding- 
doors are thrown open, and the company have a very 
pretty tableau fronting them. Yan Home stands on 
Masters' right — ^it would not do to have the stately 
Gerard too near his less loffcy cousin — and then the little 
men taper off down to Eobinson, who looks hardly 
older or larger than the elder Master Yanderlyn, not- 
withstanding his white tie. The bride, on her part, is 
admirably supported by her maidens. On her left is 
Miss Masters, a stylish brunette, with a half Egyptian 
head and swimming black eyes : she looks like a poetess, 
but is in reality remarkable for nothing so much as her 
common sense and management. Next her, is Miss 
Alice Yanderlyn, a somewhat larger and coarser edition 
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of the bride, very good-natured and lively, and, on the 
whole, excellent belle material, though not a remarkable 
beauty. And then come four more Misses, very pretty 
and proper, whom we will not dwell upon more par- 
ticularly. 

And now advances into the semi-circular space between 
the two groups Dr. Mabury, the officiating minister. 
Parson and 'port is not the alliteration for New York, 
it is Minister and madeira. The doctor presides over 
the most respectable church in the city. Everything 
is respectable about it ; the doctor himself and his con- 
gregation, and the architect and the organist, and the 
prim, pompous, ponderous (male) pew-opener, even to 
the ' respectable, aged, indigent females,' who are among 
the objects of its charity. Such clergymen are apt to 
love good dinners as well as theology. So say, at any 
rate, the Presbyterian and Methodist preachers, who 
shun wine like poison, and wear long faces, and don't 
wear black coats ; but, between you and me, I think 
it's all their spite. I know the doctor to be a very 
good and pious man; to say that he cannot excite 
spiritual concern in a hardened and worldly congrega- 
tion is only to say that he is not a Whitefield or a 
Wesley. And as to the edibles and potables, he might 
tell you that it was flat blasphemy to hold that all the 
good things of this life are sacred to the evil one. 

The marriage service has been completed about five 
minutes, and people are crowding unmeaningly round 
the bride and bridegroom, making them formal con- 
gratulations, when a shrill whistle is heard without, and 
the door-bell rings, and straightway the six groomsmen 
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rush out into the hall, for the company are coming. 
Company ] What company ] Why, my unsophisticated 
reader, only the two &inilies were asked to the wedding ; 
but all the feshionables of New York, some seven hun- 
dred strong, were asked to the reception. And the 
manner of the reception is this. As the successive arri- 
vals descend from — not their carriages, but the rooms 
up stairs — ^the ladies are taken from their gentlemen by 
the groomsmen, and carried up to the bride to be pre- 
sented to Mrs. Masters. A pretty amount of loco- 
motion these six young gentlemen have to do for the 
next two hours, and a hard task it is for the bride to 
stand up all that time to be looked at. But she seems 
to bear it very well, and at any rate it is her own fault. 
Harry wished for nothing less than to expose her to 
this fetigue ; but it was all the feshion to have recep- 
tions, and she would have one. 

At last, just before eleven, the folding-doors of the 
third parlour are opened, and the yoimg couple walk 
in to supper. The groomsmen and bridemaids follow 
in order, and then there is a general rusL Let us take 
a bumper of the Yanderljm madeira and evaporate. 
The glare of these hard polished white walls makes 
one's eyes ache. We shall not lose sight of Henry and 
Clara for a very long time. Just one week from to-day 
one of the Backuses gives them a dinner-party, and the 
rest of their honeymoon wiU be a round of invitations. 
Bather soon to appear in public, isn't it % But repose 
is not a natural state to an American man, still less 
to an American woman. They like to be continually 
on the move. 
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CHAPTER III 



CATCHING A LION. 



WHEN Henry Masters liad been married about 
four years, the Honourable Edward Ashbnmer 
came to see him. They had known each other at 
Heidelberg, where Masters once spent six months, — 
long enough to get some kind of a degree and pick up 
a good deal of German, whether he learned any Latin 
and Greet or not. Ashbumer had just taken a first- 
class at Cambridge, and was touring with an older 
Cantab who knew Carl Masters j hence the acquaint- 
ance. It was not a very long one : the yoimg men 
were together for part of two days ; but in that time 
they grew very jolly and comfortable over sundry 
bottles of Assmanshauser, and Harry gave the English- 
man an unlimited and pressing invitation to stop with 
him if he ever crossed the Atlantic. Then they went 
their respective ways, and at this time Masters had a \ 

very dim recollection of who Ashbumer was. \ 

The first intimation he had of his arrival was in this 
wise. After passing nearly the whole day on Long 
Island to eat terrapin soup and spriug chickens at \ 

Snedekor's, Harry, as he returned vid the city to his 
place in Westchester, on a fine June evening, stopped 
at his town-house in Twenty-eighth Street. There, 
among a little heap of notes, and circulars, and business 
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communications — ^ Sir, Your note for 2500 dollars at 
the National Bank will become due on the 10th inst. ;' 
and ' Dear sir, Your interest will be ready on the 8th, 
if you wiU call for it at my counting-room' (* Confound 
the fellow,' muttered Masters, ^ why can't he fix a time 
and call here, instead of making me tramp down into 
the Swamp among his skins?'*); and 'Sir, You are 
requested to attend a meeting of the Central Conser- 
vative Whig Young Men's Association next Monday ;' 
/ and so forth — ^he found a small card, with ' Mr. Ash- 

burner' inscribed thereon. He showed it to Mrs. M. 
that evening. 

* English V asked Clara, looking not over-satisfied 

* Rather,' said Harry, betraying no particular emotion 
either way. 

' Well, I'm sure I don't want to see any more Eng- 
lishmen this way for a long while. There was the 
scientific gentleman on his travels, who used to come 
to dinner in a flannel shirt and use our house as if it 
was an inn. And there was that precious young 
ensign on a furlough fi'om Canada, who did you out of 
a thousand dollars, and his father wouldn't pay a cent 
of it. And there was ^ 

' But this is a good feUow,' said Harry, cutting short 
the list of disreputable guests. ' Let me see ; which of 
the Ashbumerscan it be? I knew three or four of 
them. There was Captain Ashbumer at Oldport, 
summer before last, you remember ; and his brother 



* The Swamp is a part of the city principally inhabited by cur- 
riers and tanners. 



CATCHING A LION. 47 

the Oxford man ; and Lord Ashbumer's son I knew 
at Heidelberg. I shouldn't wonder if this is Lord 
Ashbnmer's son. But they are aU very fair men.' 

Whatever doubts Masters may have had on the 
matter were dissipated next morning by the appear- 
ance of Ashbumer himself. Our young tourist, having 
collected his letters of introduction, and spent nearly a 
day in tramping through the * above Bleecker' part of 
the city, was gratified by finding that everybody was 
out of town (except one old gentleman who had died 
recently) ; and learning that Masters, whose place 
fronted the thirteenth milestone from City Hall, was 
the most comeatable of his acquaintances in esse or posse, 
resolved to hunt him up the next day. Eleven miles 
of the expedition he performed without difficulty on a 
tolerably well-appointed, but not particularly fast rail- 
road. For the remaining two he was obliged to foot 
it, fortunately in the morning of a not too warm day. 
The heats of May in this part of America are usually 
succeeded by a week or fortnight of comparatively cool 
weather in the beginning of June, before the sultry 
summer fairly sets in. So the guest reached his host's 
abode rather dusty, but otherwise in good trim. 

As Edward Ashbumer will figure considerably in 
some of oiu* sketches, it may not be amiss here to say a 
few words about him. He was nearly three years 
younger than Harry Masters, an eldest son, fond of 
classics, politics, and travelling, and had attained to 
that complete state of bodily and mental training com- 
bined, which most young Englishmen, who make a 
proper use of the advantages afforded them by their 
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mdversities, are sure to arrive at. He stood nearly 
six feet in his stockings^ could read twelve hours or 
walk twelve hours out of the twenty-four, according as 
he was called on to do either, eat anything, drink any 
amount, sleep anywhere. That he was awkward and 
shy in mixed society, and especially in ladies' society; 
that he had a clumsy way of doing civil things ; that 
he dressed badly, danced badly, and spoke French badly, 
though fluently : all this follows of course from his 
being a young Englishman. 

Masters' house at Devilshoof (which unromantic name 
the Masters place had inherited from old Dutch times) 
was a wide, deep, wooden, two-€toiy dwelling, of a sun- 
shiny yellow colour, with a spacious piazza running all 
round it, and three rooms on a floor upon each side of 
a large hall. Into this hall Ashbumer was admitted, 
and found Masters in full enjoyment of the dolce far 
niente. With cigarette in mouth and one foot in the 
air, the master of the house reclined in a lumbering 
Chinese cane-chair, nearly as big as an omnibus. He 
wore a magnificent shawl-pattern dressing-gown, orange 
cashmere without, and rose silk within, confined at the 
waist by a tasselled cord that looked like a very supe- 
rior style of bell-pidl ; very wide light blue trowsers, 
slippers of the same colour embroidered in gold, a blue 
and white silk cravat, and a red smoking-cap, more for 
show than use, jaimtily pitched on one side of his head. 
From his whole attire emanated a combined odour of 
French sachets, German Cologne, and Turkish tobacco. 
A beautiful child was sporting around him, playing bo- 
peep behind the stupendous chair, and crying out ' Bah, 
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papa r As the visitor entered he leaped up, scattering 
the ashes and tobacco of his loosely rolled cigarette 
over himself, and Ashbnmer, and the matting of the 
hall floor. 

' How are you, old fellow ] Tm so glad you've found 
your way here. Holla, baby ! don't run away !' and 
catching the hope of the Masters by both shoulders in 
the act of toddling o% he swung up the astonished 
urchin close to the nose of the equally astonished Eng- 
lishman. ' Here's the first curiosity of the place, my 
boy! He's just three years old rising, can drive a 
horse on a straight road, fears no manner of bug,* eats 
everything he can get, and drinks every liquid in the 
house except ink. Look at him ! Isn't he a beauty ? 
Isn't he a whole team and one horse extra V 

Ashbumer duly praised young America, and at that 
moment Clara appeared, in a dressing-gown also j but 
hers was a tricolour pattern, lined with blue silk. 

' A very handsome young couple, certainly,' thought 
the Englishman, * but how theatrically got up ! I 
wonder if they always go about in the country dressed 
this way!' And he thought of the sensation, the 
TTumvemena divers that such a costume would excite 
among the guests of the paternal mansion at Alder- 
stave. 

Masters, with a rapid alteration of style and man- 
ner, and a vast elaboration of politeness, introduced his 
wife and guest. Ashbumer fidgeted a little, and looked 



* Bvg is the popular American designation of all insects except 
butterflies. 
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as if he did not exactly know what to do with his arms 
and legs. Mrs. Masters was as completely at her ease 
as if she had known him all her life, and, by way of 
putting him at his ease too, began to abuse England 
and the English to him, and retail the old grieyance of 
her husband's plunder by Ensign Lawless, and the 
ungentlemanly behaviour of Lawless p^re on the occa- 
sion, and the voluminous correspondence that took 
place between him and Harry, which the Blunder and 
Bluster afterwards published in ftdl, under the heading 
* American Hospitality and English Repudiation,' in 
extra caps ; and so she went on to the intense mysti- 
fication of Ashbumer, who couldn't precisely make out 
whether she was in jest or earnest, till Masters came to 
the rescue. 

* When did you arrive, Ashbumer 7' 

* Yesterday morning.' 

'The first question an American generally asks an 
Englishman is, 'How do you like our country?' and 
the second, ' What'll you take to drink V I won't put 
the first to you, for you have hardly been long enough 
here to answer it, but the second is always appropriate.' 

* I have heard a great deal about sherry-cobbler, but 
did not order one at the hotel for fear I might not 
obtain it there in perfection.' 

'You won't enjoy it anywhere in perfection just 
now. To be properly appreciated it requires a hot day, 
of which we shall have some in a week or two. Will 
you put yourself into my hands, and let me recommend 
for this weather some plain sherry ? There is some all 
ready in the refiigerator ; I will fetch it mysel£' 
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And straighlrway Masters bustled off to the pantry, 
and speedily returned with a decanter of very pale 
wine and three glasses, which he placed on a diminutiye 
stand. 

^This is ManzaiTiilla, our &,YOTirite sherry,' and he 
poured out a bumper to Ashbumer, who made a doubt- 
ful fiice on tasting it, for with the bitter flavour of 
Amontillado was combined in it a distinct taste of 
ether. ' You don't like it, I see. No one does at first. 
When I came back in '44 this wine was just becoming 
feflhionable. The first time I tasted it, it seemed like 
medicine ; the second, T thought the flavour peculiar, 
but not unpleasant ; the third time I became exceed- 
ingly fond of it. So it will be with you. And as you 
will very often have ManzaniHa put before you, I 
thought it well to initiate you into the mystery of it at 
once. It is not a strong wine-— all the better for that 
here. Our dry climate does not allow the same fiery 
and heavy drinks as your moist one. You must give 
up your ale and port, and brandied sherries. The very 
necessity of 'liquoring' so often in our warm weather 
obliges us to weaken our liquor. You can't ice this 
sherry too much. We dine at four or half-past, and 
you see this has been in ice already. What time is it? 
Eleven. That reminds me. How long is your stay in 
America to be ?' 

' I do not intend to return till the end of the year, 
or perhaps tiU next spring.' 

* Then of course you will do Niagara, and Canada, 
and the watering-places, this summer, come back to 
New York for the season (our season begins in Kovem- 

E 2 
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ber), and go on to Washington in mid winter. You 
had better, then, put off all your lionization of the city 
(there is not a great deal of it to do) until your return. 
And now let me drive you down to your hotel ; bring 
ba«k your carpet-bag, and pass a fe^ days with us tiU 
the warm weather sets in. Then we can go to my 
brother's place higher up the river, and after that shape 
our plans at leisure. Excuse me for three minutes 
while I put on my boots.' 

Masters rushed to the back-door, shouted out some 
rapid orders to his stable, which, though partially con- 
cealed by trees, was within hailing distance of the 
house, and then scampered upstairs, where his three 
minutes turned out to be twenty or twenty-five : during 
which time Mrs. Masters and her husband's guest did 
not interchange much conversation, and Ashbumer, in 
defeiult of other amusement, applied himself again to 
the Manzanilla^ which he certainly found to improve 
on acquaintance ; so much so, that after finishing his 
first glass, he despatched a second^ and was dubitating 
on the propriety of a third when Masters reappeared. 
He had exchanged his dressing-gown for a dark brown 
cutaway, and his slippers for pnmella boots of feminine 
aspect, tipped with varnished leather at the toe. 

' Now, mon ami, I hear the wagon coming round ; 
come out on the stoop.' 

Ashbumer remained stationary, not exactly under- 
standing the invitation. 

* Oh, you don't know what stoop means. It is one 
of the Dutch words we Gothamites have retained. 
Well, then, come out on the front piazza.' 
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So they went out, and Ashbumer saw before the 
door two compact little dark brown horses, with white 
feces and white hind-feet. They had on the very 
lightest harness imaginable — slender collars, cobweb- 
like traces and hip-straps, no winkers or check-reins ; 
and behind them was such a vehicle as he had never 
seen before, even in dreams. At first he could discern 
nothing but four tall slender wheels of a bright ver- 
milion picked out in red, with a groom sitting among 
them ; but a closer inspection enabled him to perceive 
A scanty seat for two persons, with no appreciable back. 
The box of the seat was varnished leather, except a 
dark green wooden rim that rose about three inches 
from the gaily carpeted floor. 

* There's my wagon,' said Masters ; ' it's not a 
regular trotting wagon — ^weighs three hundred or 
more — ^but light enough for a team. Get ia.' 

* But how do you get in V asked the other, looking 
very dubiously at the mysterious carriage, the front 
and hind wheels of which on the same side all but 
touched each other. 

' So !' quoth Harry, who had meantime crowned 
himself with a very long-napped white beaver, and 
fitted on his white driving-gloves; 'just this way !' 

And running behind, he leaped in over the back, or 
where the back might have been, and took the white- 
webbed reins from the groom, who, on his part, tumbled 
out half over, half between, the wheels by an extra- 
, ordinary gymnastic evolution. 

* Ah, that's the way, is it 1' and Ashbumer was pre- 
paring to follow suit. 
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* "No, this is the way. Hold on.'* 

Masters hauled in his ofiT-horae^ slanting his front 
axle and locking his off for^wheel, by which means he 
left on the nigh side a considerable space between the 
hind-wheel and the front, and Ashbnmer first became 
aware of the existence of a practicable iron step, by 
which he ascended without much difficulty. 

' Hold fast, old fellow/ said Masters, and he drew up 
the reins, which had been lying loose in his hand. 

Immediately the horses started off at a pace that 
nearly sent Ashbumer backwards out of the wagon. 
Out at the gate they flew, up the lane that led to the 
turnpike, through another gate, and along the main 
road at their authenticated speed of 3' 2(y^, Masters 
settling himself further back in his seat and tightening 
his puU, and the trotters going fiister as he pulled more. 
Ashbumer could hear nothing for the clattering of the 
pole-chains and the patter of those eight hoofe as they 
swept the groimd in their tearing trot, nor see anything 
for the clouds of dirt and gravel which the trotters' 
fore-feet threw back over the low dashboard. He held 
on with both hands, and trusted to Providence. 

^ Wo-o r ejaculated Masters at last, after proceeding 
for about two minutes at this headlong rate ; and as 
he spoke he slackened his reins gradually. The horses 
fell into a steady gait of twelve miles an hotur. 

' We must take them easy most of the way,' says 
Harry, ' for the roads are heavy.' 

'Do you call this going easy)' replied his friend, 



* Hold on is American for hold hard 
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-with a glance at the rapidly receding objects on each 
side the road. ^ We must be making sixteen miles an 
hour.' 

^ iNot thirteen. You always seem to be going faster 
with a team than you are, because they make more 
noise.' 

' WeU, I don't pretend to judge of pace just now, for 
my eyes are full of gravel. Why don't you build your 
dashboards higher ? ' 

' Because it is necessary to see the horses' feet. Be- 
fore a well-trained trotter breaks, he usually gives 
warning by a skip or two. With a low dashboard you 
can note this instantly, and hold him up in time; 
otherwise your horse might be carried off his feet before 
you knew it.' 

So they rolled along merrily some five nules to Har- 
laem Bridge, over which the team walked, not because 
they were tired^ but because it was illegal to cross at a 
&ster gait, — an ordinance rendered necessary by the 
frail structure of most American bridges ; and then as 
they passed through the village of Harlaem, where 
taverns, and stables, and het trotters abound, Masters 
gave his horses another brush, by way of astonishing 
the natives; 

'He-e-eh 1' shouted a blacksmith, lookiag up firom 
his work as the vermilion wheels rattled by. 

The nigh horse made a skip, and his driver just 
caught him in time. 

* He-e-eh ! G'kng 1 shouted back Harry over his 
shoulder, in trimnphant defiance, as much as to say, 
^You don't break up my team so easy, my boy l' And 
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then growing excited by the pace, he (sontinued to 
scream at his horses and lift them, nntil he had suc- 
ceeded in aggravating the trotters to such an extent, 
that when he wanted to pull up at the next milestone, 
they could not be made to stop, though it was on the 
ascent of a pretty steep hill, tmtil he had thrown one 
leg over the lines. 

'Your animals are not easily tired,' his Mend 
remarked, as, for the first time, they proceeded at an 
easy trot. ' Are these very fency horses, or is it com- 
mon to have such a pair V 

^ There are several teams on the island that can beat 
me five or ten seconds in a mile, but few so well matched 
in looks or driving together so nicely. I have had them 
a year, and they are pretty well used to my hand, — 
and to my wife's, for that matter.' 

' And what does such a pair cost V 

' I got these a bargain for 800 dollars from a friend, 
who was just married and going abroad. Probably, a 
jockey would have charged me four figures* for them. 
That was a year ago last montL I had twenty-six 
hundred then to spend in luxuries, and invested it in 
three nearly equal portions. It may amuse to know 
how. These horses I bought for myself, as I said, for 
800 dollars ; a grand Pleyel for Mrs. Masters for 900 
dollars ; and a man for myself for the same sum.' 

' A mem V 

' Yes, a coachman. You look mystified. Come, now, 
candidly, is New York a slave State % Do you know, 
or what do you think V 



* I* e, A thousand dollars or more. 
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' I had supposed it was not.' 

'You supposed right, and know more about it than 
all your countrymen take the trouble to know. Never- 
theless, it is literally true that I bought this man for the 
other 900 dollars ; and it happened in this wise. One 
fine morning there was a great hue and cry in Wash- 
ington. Nearly a hundred slaves of different ages, 
sexes, and colours, most of them house-servants in the 
best families, had made a stampede, as the Western 
men say. They had procured a sloop through the aid 
of some white men, and sailed off up the Potomac, — 
not a very brilliant proceeding on their part. The 
poor devils were all taken, and sentence of transporta- 
tion passed upon them — ^for it amoimts to that : they 
were condemned (by their masters) to be sold into the 
south-western States. Some of the cases were peculiarly 
distressing, — ^among others, a quadroon man, who had 
been coachman to one of our government secretaries. 
He had a wife and five children, all fi^e in Washing- 
ton ; but two of his sisters were in bondage with him, — 
very pretty and intelligent girls, report said. The three 
were sold to a slave-trader, who kept them some time 
on speculation. The circumstance attracted a good deal 
of attention in New York ; some of the papers were full 
of it. I saw the account one morning, and happening 
to have this 900 dollars on hand, I wrote straight off 
to one of our Abolition members at Washington (I 
never saw hiTn in my life, but one doesn't stand on 
ceremony in such matters, and the whole thing was 
done on the spur of the moment), saying, that if either 
of the girls could be bought for that sum I would give 
it. The gentleman who had the honour of my corres- 
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pondence put upon him, -wrote to another gentleman — 
standing counsel^ I believe, for the Washington Aboli- 
tionists — and he "wrote to the skve-trader, one Bruin 
(devilish good name, that, for his business !) who sent 
back a glorious answer, which I keep among my epis- 
tolary curiosities. ' The girls are very fine ones^' said 
this precious specimen ; 'I have been offered 1000 dol- 
lars for one of them by a Louisiana gentleman. They 
cannot be sold at a lower price than 1200 dollars and 
1300 dollars respectively. If I could be sure that your 
friend's motives were those of unmixed philanthropy, I 
would make a considerable reduction. The man, who is 
a very deserving person, and whom I should be glad to 
see at liberty, can be had for 900 dollars ; but I sup^ 
pose your correspondent takes less interest in him.' The 
infernal scamp thought I wanted a mistress, and his 
virtuous mind revolted at the thought of parting with 
one of the girls for such a purpos^-nexcept for an extra 
consideration.'* 

^ It must have been a wet blanket upon your philan- 
thropic intentions.' 

' Really I hardly knew whether to be most angry or 
amused at the turn things had taken. As to Clara^ 
she thought it a glorious joke, and did nothing for the 
next month but quiz me about the quadroon girls, and 
ask me when she might expect them. However, I 
thought, with the Ethiopian in the ballad, that ^it 
would never do to give it up so,' anfl accordingly wrote 



* All the above incidents are literally true, and the extracts from 
Brain's letter almost verbatim copies. 
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back to Washington that I ahoald be very glad indeed 
to buy the man. Unfortunately, the man was half-way 

to Mississippi by that time ^Now we are well up 

that hill, and can take a good brush down to the next. 
Gl-lang, ponies ! He-eh I Wake up, Firefly !' 

* And then r 

' Oh, how he got ofi^ after all I It was a special in- 
terference of Providence. (G'lang, Star !) The Hon* 
Secretary felt some compunctions about the fate of his 
coachman, and hearing that the money was all ready 
to pay for him, actualLy paid himself the additional 
50 dollars required to bring him back to Washington; 
so he lives there now a free man with his £unily, — at 
least, for all I know to the contrary, for I never heard 
any more about him since.' 

^ And what became of the girls V 

^ There was a subscription raised for them here. My 
brother Carl gave somethiug towards it, — ^not that he 
cared particularly for the yoimg ladies, but because he 
had a strong desire to sell the gentleman from Louisiana. 
They were ransomed, and brought here, and put to 
school somewhere, and a vast fiiss made about them — 
quite enough to spoil them^ Tm afraid. And so ends 
that stoiy. What a joke, to think of a man being 
worth just as much as a grand piano, and a little more 
than a pair of ponies !' 

Ashbumer thought that Masters treiated the whole 
aSair too much as a joke. 

* Tell me,' said he, ' if these people came to New York, 
or you met them travelling, would you associate with 
them on fa,nii1ia.r terms V 
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^Not with Mr. Bruin, certainly,' replied Harry. 
* To give the devil his due, such a man is considered to 
follow an infemous vocation, even in his part of the 
country.' 

* But the Honourable Secretary and the other gen- 
tlemen, who sell their men to work on the cotton plan- 
tations, and their women for something worse V 

* H-m ! A-h ! Did you ever meet a Russian ? — in 
your own country, I mean.' 

* Yes, I met one at dinner once. I won't pretend 
to pronounce his name.' 

'Did you go out of the way to be tmcivil to him, 
because he owned serfe 1 ' 

' No, but I didn't go out of my way to be parti- 
cularly genial with him.' 

' Exactly : the cases are precisely parallel. The 
Southerners are our Russians. They come up to the 
North to be civilized ; they send their boys here to be; 
educated ; they spend a good deal of money here. We 
are civil to them, but not over genial, — some of us, at 
least, are not.' 

By this time the fast-stepping trotters had passed 
through Yorkville, and reached the outskirts of the 
city. As soon as their feet touched the pavement they 
fell into a walk. 

'You see it is impossible to drive fast over these 
terrible stones in a light carriage, so we shall go easy 
for this last mile to your hotel,' said Masters. ' We 
can afford it, for there wasn't much time lost on the 
road. See here (pulling out his watch), twelve miles 
in forty-nine minutes, including a stoppage for toll 1 
I call that pretty good travelling.' 
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And now Ashbumer became sensible of a change in 
the temperature. They had been making their own 
breeze previously by the rapidity of their motion, but 
now there was scarcely a breath of air, and as the 
wagon was undefended by any sort of top or head, he 
began to feel the heat of the sun more than was alto- 
gether pleasant. 

'Surely it is hot enough now for a sherry-cobbler!' 
he remarked, after a pause. 

' Hardly, to enjoy one in perfection, but it will do. 
When we get to your hotel I'll brew you a first-rate 
one.' And, the horses being stimulated to a gentle 
trot, they soon arrived at Ashbumer's temporary head- 
quarters, which were, fortunately, ' above Bleecker.' 

* Now pack your bag,' said Masters, ' and the cobbler 
will be ready by that time.' 

' But what do you do with your horses 1' asked the 
other, who saw no groom or other person to whom they 
might be entrusted. 

' Tie them, to be sure,' was the reply ; and handing 
the lines to Ashbumer, as he stopped his team, Masters 
leaped out, pulled a hitching-strap from under the seat, 
and fastened his off-horse very neatly to a lamp-post. 
Then, after Ashbumer had descended, he tied his white 
hand-pieces to an opening made for the purpose on one 
side of the dash-board, and finally diving under the 
seat once more he produced two sheets, with the names 
of his horses, Starlight and Firefly, showily worked 
thereon in red letters, and spread them carefiiUy over 
his team. Then, taking his whip with him for fear of 
casual appropriators, he accompanied his friend iato the 
hoteL 
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When Ashbumer returned to his sitting-room, after 
arranging his bag, he found Masters in all his glory, 
surrounded by the sutorial requisites. Four large tum- 
blers, two wine-glasses, a couple of lemons, ditto of 
knives, a decanter of sherry (not ManzaniUa, but dark 
in colour and high in flayour), a saucer of powdered 
sugar, and another of finely-poxmded ice, were paraded 
on the table, and among them sat Masters, on the table 
also, examining a bundle of £resh straws. 

' Now,' said he, Hake a knife and a lemon, and do as 
you see me do ; don't mind soiling your fingers. First, 
you rub the lemon with the back of the knife — ^that 
brings out the essential oil better ; then you pare off 
the rind very carefully, taking only the yellow, and not 
cutting into the white at alL Yeiy welL Imbed 
your lemon-peel in as much sugar as you would use if 
making a similarly-sized glass of punch. Sometimes you 
will see slices of lemon put into a cobbler — ^nothing can 
be more destructive ; avoid everything but the yellow 
peeL If you vnU have something more, put in a slice 
of orange or pine-apple, or a fe^ strawberries. I think 
this may be done to good effect in a bowl, but not in a 
single glass. Now fill your tumbler half-way with 
pounded ice. Good. And now pour in two wine- 
glasses of sherry. You see we use dark sherry for this, 
both for the strength and the colour. It makes the 
mixture of a beautiful golden hue ; with Amontillado 
or ManzaniUa it would look too weak. Don't be 
impatient ; we have to mix yet.' He took up one of 
the spare glasses, covered with it the mouth of the 
tumbler which contained the magic compound, and 
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shook the cobbler back and forwards from one glass to 
the other a dozen times without spilling a drop. * There, 
now choose a perfect straw, and then try it ! Ill change 
glasses with you as yours is not yet mixed, and you 
might not be handy at tossing it the first time.' 

Ashbumer took a long draught of the cool liquid 
through the straw, and confessed that he experienced a 
new sensation. 

' Now don't drink it too fast. You should take a 
quaver of an hour to ea<jh glass. Three glasses a-piece 
wiU be enough, and we have an hour before us.' 

The decanter terminated with the hour. In the 
pauses of the cobbler. Masters having caught Ash- 
burner's flunkey as he looked in at the door, read him 
a lecture on the best way of employing his time during 
his master's absence, by making himself acquainted 
with the city, &c. ; laying down the law so rapidly, 
that the man, who was about of the average English 
flunkey intelligence, was completely mystified, and 
Ashbumer himself as much astonished as an English- 
man ever permits himself to be to hear his servant 
tutored by another man. 

* I must be permitted to doubt your wisdom,' said . 
Masters, as the servant retired, * in bringing him with 
you' On the Continent one must have a courier, — ^it 
really saves money as well as trouble, for the feUow 
cheats you a little and prevents you being cheated a 
great deal; but a man-servant, who does not under- 
stand both the customs and the language of the country 
^the former quite as important a point as the latter), 
as only in the way. To be sure, he is of some service 
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as a yalet when you are at a city hotel, and he may 
learn enough of the streets in a few days to go your 
errands for you (though I should doubt that unless he is 
sharper than most English servants that I have seen) ; 
but when you get Luto the country, especially in the 
West, you will find this man sitting at the same table 
with you, riding in* the same vehicle, paying the same 
fare, — ^in all respects treated as your equal : and, since 
you have your wits about you more than he has, you will, 
in fact, be obliged to take care of him, instead of his 
being of any service to you. And now as the sherry is 
all gone we will go too, especially as we have but 
eighty minutes to get home and dress for dinner.' 

Masters' advice was very correct and proper in itself 
but there was also a little personal motive mixed with 
it. He had no intention of Lacluding Ashbumer's 
attendant in the invitation to stop a few days, lest the 
English body-servant should quarrel with his own black 
cook and Irish grooms, whom he found it hard enough 
to manage already. When Ashbumer and he descended 
to their vehicle, the former observed several idlers 
gazing at it, and remarked that the turn-out, which 
would have attracted a crowd in London, was some- 
thing to look at even in New York. 

'That's on account of my red wheels,' explained 
Masters. ' They a/re rather rowdy, I must own ; not 
exactly the thing for a gentleman. But the use of 
them is this. I go to a trot on Long Island : there 
are some hundred wagons there, all fastened close 
together to fences or under sheds. My wheels are so 
conspicuous that I can pick them out at once in a great 
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crowd, and it saves much time and trouble in starting 
for home. Now I shall drive round the comer to a 
livery stable and sponge out the ponies' mouths, and 
then hey for Devilshoof !' 

Back to Devilshoof they went, even foster than they 
had come; and before the clock struck four Ashbumer 
had full time to dress and rid himself of some pounds 
of the Third Avenue and Westchester turnpike, which 
had been thrown into his ears and eyes, down his cravat, 
into his trousers' pockets even, by the forefeet of Star- 
light and Firefly. 

Dinner was served at four precisely. The table- 
service was of the plainest description, not a vestige of 
plate except the silver forks ; and the viands of no 
very recherche kind — home-raised chickens and a Vir- 
ginia ham constituting the staple of the meal; but 
everything, from the okra soup to the orange fritters, 
was first-rate of its kind ; the indispensable Manzanilla 
was supported by excellent champagne, decanted and 
iced to the fi-eezing-point (a test of good wine, for 
no inferior quality will bear it) ; and when, at last. 
Masters commended to his guest a prime bottle of 
Latour, and a swelling, slender-necked decanter of the 
old Yanderlyn Madeira, Ashbumer felt thoroughly 
comfortable and content, as a man should, who is 
drinking well stfter having dined well. He was a 
pretty foir hand at the bottle, as most Englishmen 
are ; indeed, he crowded his host very hard, who was 
a fostidious, but not a proftise drinker, and liked to sip 
his Bordeaux leisurely. Before their imited efforts the 
jug of claret and the decanter of Madeira speedily 

F 



66 SKETCHES OF AMERICAN SOCIETY. 

vanished ; and then came some sublime coffee, during 
the dificussion of which Masters extemporised a dis^ 
sertation on the method of preparing that beverage, 
'which it is singular your countrymen never under- 
stand how to make ;' finally, a chasse of white Cura^oa 
assisted the guest to swallow his host's lecture. 

Mrs. Masters had joined freely in their conversation 
during the repast ; indeed, she may be said to have 
taken the largest share of it to herself At first she 
was barely within the bounds- of civility ; slighted or 
ridiculed everything about the English unmercifully; 
and more than once puzzled Ashbumer both as to how 
he was to take her remarks, and how to reply to them. 
Gradually this sauciness, and almost rudeness, refined 
itself down to a piquant raillery, with occasional grace- 
fully compensating compliments, till he found her 
discourse as agreeable as it had at first been embar- 
rassing. Still there was always in it an air of half- 
defiance, and half-carelessness, that strangely affected the 
young Honourable, who had always been petted and 
toadied at home, and was not used to meet an untitled 
person who thought, and showed that she thought her- 
self, at least, as good as himself 

After dinner. Masters carried off his guest to the 
stable, and had the stud paraded before him. 

' That black is my blood colt. Daredevil : Mrs. Mas- 
ters and her sister are the only two men on the island 
that can ride him, Hibemically speaking. He threw 
me, the other day. If you want to show your horse- 
manship, he will give you a good opportunity of doing 
fio, whenever you please. And this is my pet saddle- 
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horse, Charlie ; he used to be a fast-trotter in harness, 
till I broke him over again for riding ; and this my 
wife's gray mare ; and these my carriage-horses. Aren't 
they beauties, though I say it myself?' 

' Yery handsome, and very well matched ; but rather 
small, I think, according to our standard. They are 
not sixteen hands, surely?' 

'Just fifteen three; and, do you know, my only 
feult with them is, that they are rather large. We 
prefer middle-sized horses; we think that large ones 
generally have less speed, and always knock themselves 
up sooner. On the first point there may be a doubt, 
but on the second there is none, at least in this country. 
I gave 500 dollars for this team, and I could have 
bought more than one pair nearly three, inches taller 
and as well matched, for less money. There are my 
ponies, whose capacity you are acquainted, with.' 

'How comes it that you call horses of that size 
ponies, when your average height is below ours ? — at 
least I judge it to be so, for I have seen nothing about 
your city like our large dray-horses.' 

' I believe that any horse under carriage size is fami- 
liarly denominated a pony, especially if he happens to 
be a trotter. I have heard Charlie called a pony often, 
and he is nearly as big as my coach-horses.' 

Then they strolled round the place, which did not 
involve a very long walk, as Masters' grounds were 
comprised within the limits of fourteen acres ; accord- 
ingly he extended their perambulation by diverging 
into the neighbours' premises on both sides. The 
places had one general character. There was no attempt 

f2 
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anywhere at lawns, which, indeed, could not be kept 
up in perfection under the hot American sun by any 
amount of care and labour ; the open grass between 
the houses and the river was suffered to grow long, 
and occasionally broken by natural banks or terraces. 
The river views were beautiful; white sails specked 
the clear blue water, and white clouds the clear blue 
sky, except where long lines of scarlet and gold marked 
the downward progress of the setting sun. The gar- 
dens were formal, more resembling Dutch than English ; 
the hot-houses small, there being less necessity for them, 
as grapes and melons flourish here in the open air. 
The mansions were invariably built of wood, large and 
roomy. There were no hedges, and few fences, except 
at the boimdaries ; what there were seemed, ahnost 
purposely, to be allowed to fall into decay. 

Fatigued with his day's experiences, Ashbumer was 
not sorry to take an early opportunity of retiring. 
Masters himself played chamberlain, and showed h\m 
to his roouL 

' I believe your countrymen are addicted to feather- 
beds and curtains,' he said ; ' but we really have not 
either in the house. We use nothing but French bed- 
steads and hair mattresses.' 

Ashbumer assured him he was not so effeminate as 
to require anything softer. 

* And we have not the Croton water-works here ; 
but there is a portable shower-bath,' pointing to a sort 
of tent in one comer of the apartment, ' which you will 
find convenient in the morning. Buenaa nochesf* 

Ashbumer spent nearly a week at Devilshoof, as 
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mucli pleased, perhaps, certainly as mucli amused, as 
he had ever been at a country mansion in his own land, 
though he was differently entertained, and had, in some 
respects, a very different sort of host. The American 
was fiill of dash and ci plom^, and good-humoured brag- 
gadocio. Stiffl shy, reserved, silent, modest, were words 
that might have had no existence in the (English or 
American) language, so far as he was concerned with 
them. Ashbumer could not help wondering at the 
matter-of-course tone in which a young man, little older 
than himself, and considerably under thirty, spoke of 
^ What I said to Daniel Webster,' and ' When I was 
trustee of the Historical,' and ^ The petition that we 
are gettiug up to the Common Council to open the 
Tenth Avenue,' and ' When I was seeing about Mary's 
settlements,' and ^Once, when I knew more about 
stocks than I do now, and used to write the money 
articles for the Blunder cmd Bluster/ in short, he 
talked like a man who had already been for years a 
well-established and important member of the com- 
munity. Whatever his establishment did not possess, 
he made no attempt to conceal the deficiency of ; what- 
ever he had was usually pretty good of its kiud, and he 
made no secret of that either. When Ashbumer came 
to know him better, he foimd the secret of this, which 
was twofold. 

Henry Masters was an orphan, as the reader may or 
may not remember. Since his wedding he had lost his 
father-in-law and grandfather; married off his sister 
to a rich Philadelphian ; quarrelled with most of his 
cousins; and so, with the exception of his brother 
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Carl (and him lie met, perhaps, six times in the course 
of a year), he had no one to depend upon, look up to, 
or consult, and was entirely left to his own energies 
and discretion. The death of his relatives had increased 
his independence as well as his isolation, by doubling 
his income. During his childhood he had seen a good 
deal of rough life in country boarding-schools — ^places 
where instances have been known of boys being com- 
pelled to clean their masters' horse or boots, precisely 
d, la Dotheboys HcdL His quick apprehension and 
retentive memory made him a fit subject for the super- 
ficial and miscellaneous, but very practical education, 
common in his coimtry. His foreign travel added to 
this a fair speaking acquaintance with three or four 
modem languages, and a knowledge of the dishes, and 
dresses, and other obvious external peculiarities of the 
principal nations in Europe. He made a first-rate 
match, almost without an effort on his part. All these 
things put him in a position nearly answering to the 
Greek idea of the man avTopK^q, or self-sufficient. He 
knew no subject very deeply or accurately, but some- 
thing about almost every subject in the schedide of 
human knowledge; and whatever he did know was 
always at his command and ready to be made the most 
of He could write newspaper and magazine articles, 
critical, political, or financial, with vast facility, being 
restrained by no modest doubts or scruples; and could 
stand up and harangue any number of people about any 
topic, without notice (a faculty, it may be here remarked, 
which comes by nature to all Americans, educated or 
uneducated). He did his own marketing, and collected 
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his own rents and interests. He could show his cook 
how to prepare a new dish, and draw patterns of car- 
riages for his coach-maker. Half the time he cleaned 
his gloves and varnished his dress-boots himself, being 
fiilly persuaded that he could do them better than his 
man. He drove about the country in his wagon 
without a servant ; and if he had occasion to stop at 
any place where the stable-boy was out of the way, or 
occupied, unharnessed his own trotter with little diffi- 
cidty, and less scruple. He was always well up in the 
prices of stocks and real estate. When he chose to play 
Sybarite, he surrounded his Mends with all the com- 
forts that wealth could procure, while he was still inde- 
pendent of all the ministers of luxury, and could have 
roughed it at any moment with the most enterprising 
traveller, though in the daily enjoyment of silken ease at 
home. Such a man's consciousness of independence 
is apt, nay, sure to make him a little conceited; and 
those young men, of whom Masters is a marked and 
favourable type, are conceited, it must be owned, and 
talk in a way beyond their years, to judge by the cus- 
toms of any other coaintry : but then, in no other 
country are young men similarly circumstanced, edu- 
cated, and developed. 

But the showy and flourishing style of Young Ame- 
rica was, moreover, increased in this particular instance 
by Masters' position as host. The Englishman is by 
nature rather charitable than hospitable. Generous to 
the foreigner if he comes before him in forwA pauperis, 
he is otherwise not over-desirous of his company, or 
solicitous of his good opinion. Perfectly satisfie-d 
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with himself and his country, he relies for any future 
possible improvement on the progressive idealization of 
his own character, not on the adoption of any hints 
from abroad. When he travels, he generally contrives 
to carry a little England of his own about with him ; 
and therefore, seldom requiring the assistance of others 
in a foreign land, he cannot fully appreciate the diffi- 
culties of a foreigner in his. The American is naturally 
hospitable. The mere name of ^ stranger' makes a man 
to him an object not of suspicion, but of sympathy — 
and this, too, though he has suffered from foreign impos- 
tors quite as much in proportion as honest John BuU. 
Feeling that his country is a new one, and yet making 
its position in the world ; knowing, too, that everything 
connected with it is apt to be misconceived and mis- 
represented in Europe, he is painfrdly anxious to put 
his best foot foremost in the presence of strangers, and 
to prove to them, not by words alone, but by deeds^ 
that his countrymen are neither illiterate nor uncivil- 
ized. His ambition extends further still ; he delights to 
startle his visitor with fest trotters and elegantly-bxdlt 
carriages, miraculously-cut coats, and sumptuous furni- 
ture, old Madeira, canvass-backs, beautiful women, and 
other vanities of the world, in the highest perfection. 

Thus it happened, that whatever Masters said or did 
was said or done with a view to showing off before 
Ashbumer. He dressed half-a-dozen times a day, in 
foncy cutaways, wonderfril checked trousers, with cross- 
bars of different but harmoniously blended colours, and 
an infinite variety of cravats and waistcoats ; and regu- 
larly put himself into a dress-coat and black continua- 



CATCHING A LION. 73 

tionS; diamond studs and yamished boots, for their four 
o'clock dinner, at whicli lie plied his guest with choice 
vintages, the names of which were as puzzling to him 
as the flavours were delicious. Then, again, to show 
that he was not a mere flne gentleman, he would put 
on the seediest of summer paletots and moleskin trou- 
sers, with an old straw hat or oilskin cap, and in that 
trim drive Ashbumer to see the High Bridge, or other 
lions within five or six. miles, or ramble about the 
coimtry with him before breakfest. Though very fast 
for a short brush, he was evidently unused to long 
walks, and terribly pounded by them ; but having dis- 
covered that Ashbumer liked this kuK} of exercise, he 
accompanied hinrt heroically for hours, at an almost 
professional pace, consoling his fatigue afterwards as 
best he might by vast potations of cobbler. He laboured 
hard, and not imsuccessfully, to beat Ashbumer at his 
own game of billiards.* He always managed to have 
his magazine articles laid about on tables where his 
fiiend would be pretty sure to read them; while, on the 
other hand, he was careM to keep out of his way any 
less favourable specimens of the periodical literature of 
the country : and Ashbumer once detected him, at a 
neighbour's house, in the act of hiding a particularly 
scandalous number of The Sewer, lest it might fall imder 
the stranger's observation. Conscious that his Latin 
and Greek was not on a par with the Englishman's, he 
branched out largely, whenever occasion offered, into 



* The Americans usually play the four-ball game, scoriDg the 
losing hazards against the party making them. 
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German, French, and Spanisli literature; particularly 
the last, where he had it all his own way : still he did 
not abstain from bringing in a little classical allusion 
when an obvious opportunity afforded itself. And 
generally he was sedulous to say smart things, and tell 
good stories. In all which matters, except the pedes- 
trianism, his wife imitated, or, it would be more correct 
to say, surpassed him : for she had more art of conceal- 
ing her art, and her efforts were less obvious. The 
couple were never at a loss, never dull, never uninter- 
esting, and, withal, showed such good nature and sincere 
desire to make their guest at home, that in three days 
Ashbumer felt as if he had known them all his life. 

The knowledge that Harry Masters had a friend 
from abroad stopping with him, was the signal for let- 
ting loose all the hospitality of the neighbourhood — not 
a very large neighbourhood so far as it concerned Mas- 
ters, though his country acquaintance was somewhat 
less select than his town set. Small as it was, Ash- 
bumer received invitations enough in that week to have 
lasted him two months, and some of them without the 
formality of a previous introduction. He dined and 
supped in all directions ; but all his entertainers, though 
equally hospitable, did not make so favourable an 
impression on him as his original host had done. The 
younger men were mostly merchants, who came up daily 
fi*om the city by a late train ; the older, retired bankers, 
who stiU amused themselves by little spe<5ulations. 
Their talk was of wines and the stock-market, with an 
occasional cross of trotting-horse. It was at one of 
their tables that Ashbumer learned (what Harry him- 
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self had with difficulty refrained from telling him) that 
Masters once, as a great favour, let a rich Southerner 
have some half-dozen bottles of the Yanderlyn Sercial 
at twenty-five dollars per bottle. The women pleased 
him more; most of the daughters were pretty, and 
some of the mothers retained beauty enough to convince 
him that aU American women do not grow old at 
thirty. Both mothers and daughters were always ready 
to keep up the conversation, never leaving him to make 
the running, as a sporting man might phrase it, but 
evidently considering it their duty to try to amuse the 
stranger. When Ashbumer next wrote to his respected 
governor, he did not deem it unpatriotic, or beneath his 
dignity, to admit that he had passed one of the pleasant 
weeks in his life under the roof of his old Heidelberg 
acquaintaace, Henry Mafitera, 
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CHAPTER IV. 

LIFE AT A WATERING-PLACE. — ^ACCIDENTS WILL 

HAPPEN. 

* TTURRAH, old fellow 1' shouted Ashbumer's host, 
J"*- on the seventh morning of his visit ; ' here's a 
letter from Carl. I have been expecting it, and he has 
been expecting ns, some time. So prepare yourself to 
start to-morrow.' 

^ He can't have been expecting me, you know,' sug- 
gested the guest, who, though remarkably domesticated 
for so short a time, hardly felt himself yet entitled to 
be considered one of the family. 

' Oh, us means Clara, and myself, and baby, and any 
friends we choose to bring, — or, I should say, who will 
do us the honour to accompany us. We are hospitable 
people, and the more the merrier. I know how much 
house-room Carl has ; there is always a prophet's cham- 
ber, as the parsons call it, for such occasions. You 
7nust come ; there's no two ways about that. You will 
see two very fine women there, — nice persons, as you 
would say: my sisters-in-law. Miss Yanderlyn, and 
Mrs. Carl Masters.' 

' But, at any rate, would it not be better to write 
first, and apprize him of the additional visitor 1' 

'We should be there a week before our letter. 
JEcoutez ! There is no post-office near us here, and my 
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note would have to go to the city by a special mes- 
senger. Then the offices along the Hudson are per- 
fectly antediluvian and barbarous, and mere mockery 
and delusion. Observe, I speak of the small local posts ; 
on the main routes letters travel fast enough. You 
may send one to Albany in nine hours; to Carl's place, 
which is about two-thirds of the distance to Albany, it 
would take more than half as many days,-#-if, indeed, 
it arrived at all. I remember once propounding this 
problem iu the Blunder and Bhister : — ' If a letter sent 
from New York to ffastmgSj distance 22 mileSf never gets 
there, how long wiU it take one to go from New York to 
Red Hook, distance 110 rMes?^ We are shockingly 
behind you in our postal arrangements ; there I give up 
the country. * No, you mustn't write, but come your- 
self,' as Penelope said to Ulysses.' 

Ashbumer made no further opposition, and they 
were off the next monung accordingly. Before four a 
cart had started with the baggage,* and directions to 
take up Ashbumer's trunks and man-servant on the 
way. Soon after, the coachman and groom departed 
with the saddle-horses, trotters, and wagon; for Mas- 
ters, meditating some months' absence, took with him 
the whole of his stud, except the black colt, who was 
strongly principled against going on the water, and had 
nearly succeeded in breaking his master's neck on one 
occasion, when Harry insisted on his embarking. The 
long-tailed bays were left harnessed to the Rockaway, — 



* An American never uses the conversational term IvggagCy but 
always speaks of his impedimenta as baggage. 
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a sort of light omnibus open at the sides, very like a 
cha/r-dirbanc, except that the seats run crosswise, and 
capable of accommodating from six to nine persons : 
that morning it held six, including the maid and nurse. 
Masters took the reins at a quarter-past five, and as 
the steamboat dock was situated at the very southern 
extremity of the city, and they had three miles of ter- 
rible pavei^f nt to traverse, besides nearly twelve of 
road, he arrived there just seven minutes before seven ; 
at which hour, to tke second, the good boat Swallow 
was to take wing. In a twinkling the horses were 
unharnessed and embarked; the carriage instantly fol- 
lowed them j and Harry, after assuring himself that all 
his property, animate and inanimate, was safely shipped, 
had still time to purchase, for his own and his friend's 
edification, the Jacobin, i^Q Blunder and Bluster, the 
Inexpressible, and other popidar papers, which an infi- 
nity of dirty boys were crying at the top of their not 
very harmonious voices. 

'Our people do business pretty fast,' said he in a 
somewhat triumphant tone. ' How this would astonish 
them on the Continent! See there!' as a family, still 
later than his own, arrived with a small mountain of 
trunks, all of which made their way on board as if they 
had wings. ' When I travelled in Germany two years 
ago with Mrs. M. and her sister we had eleven pack- 
ages, and it used to take half-an-hour at every place to 
weigh and ticket them beforehand, notwithstanding 
which one or two would get lost every now and then. 
In my own coaintry I have travelled in all directions 
with large parties, never have been detained five minutes 
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for baggage, and never lost anything except once — an 
umbrella. Now we are going.' 

The mate cried, 'All ashore!' the newsboys and 
apple-venders disappeared ; the planks were drawn in ; 
the long, spidery walking-beam began to playj and the 
Swallow had started with her five hundred passengers. 

' Let us stroll around the boat : I want to show you 
how we get up these things here.' 

The ladies' cabin on deck and the two general cabins 
below were magnificently furnished with the most 
expensive material, and in the last Parisian style, and 
this display and luxury were the more remarkable as 
the fare was but twelve shillings for a hundred and 
sixty miles. Ashbumer admitted that the fumitm-e 
was very elegant, but thought it out of place, and alto- 
gether too fine for the purpose. 

* So you would say, probably, that the profiise and 
varied dinner we shall have is thrown away on the 
majority of the passengers, who bolt it in half-an-hour. 
But there are some who habitually appreciate the 
dinner and the furniture : it does them good, and it 
does the others no harm, — ^nay, it does tJiem good, too. 
The wild man fi:om the West, who has but recently 
learned to walk on his hind legs, is dazzled with these 
sofas and mirrors, and respects them more than he 
would more ordinary furniture. At any rate, it's a 
fiiult on the right side. The furniture of an English 
hotel is enough to give a traveller a fit of the blues, 
such an extreme state of fustiness it is sure to be in. 
Did it ever strike you, by the way, how behindhand 
your coimtrymen are in the matter of hotels ] When 
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a traveller passes from England into Belgium (putting 
France out of the question), it is like going from Pur- 
gatory into Paradise.' 

* I don't think I ever stayed at a London hotel.' 

^Of course not; when your governor was out of 
town, and you not with him, you had your club. This 
is exactly what all travellers in England complain of 
Everything for the exclusive use of the natives . is 
good — except the water, and of that you don't use much 
in the way of a beverage ; everything particularly tend- 
ing to the comfort of strangers and sojourners — ^as the 
hotels, for instance, is bad, dear, and uncomfortable. I 
don't think you like to have foreigners among you, for 
your arrangements are calculated to drive them out of 
the country as fast as possible ! ' 

' Perhaps we don't, as a general principle,' said Ash- 
burner, smiling. 

' Well, I won't say that it is not the wisest policy. 
We have suffered much by being too liberal to foreign- 
ers. But then you must not be surprised at what they 
say about yoiL However, it is not worth while to lose 
the view for our discussion. Come up-stairs and take 
a good look at the river of rivers.' 

Ashbumer felt no disposition to deny the beauty and 
grandeur of the Hudson. At first, the shore was lined 
with beetling ramparts of traprock. • After many miles 
of this, the clear water spread out into a great lake, 
with apparently no egress. But on turning a promon- 
tory, the river stretched away nearly as wide as before, 
under wooded cliffs not dissimilar to those of the Rhine. 
Then came the picturesque Catskill mountains; and 
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near these Harry was to stop, but Ashbumer did not 
stop with him. At West Point the boat had taken up, 
among other passengers, two young officers of his 
acquaintance, then quartered in Canada. They were 
going to take the tour of the lakes, including, of course, 
Niagara, and offered Ashbumer, if he would accompany 
them on this excursion first, to show him the lions of 
Canada afterwards. On consulting with Masters, he 
found that the trip would not occupy more than a 
month or five weeks, and that after that time the 
watering-place season woidd be at its height. 

' And it will be an excuse for my staying with Carl 
till August,' Harry continued. ' The women are half 
crazy to be at Oldport already. I would rather stay at 
Ravenswood. We shall expect you there at the end of 
July. But,' and here, for the first time since their 
acquaintance, Ashbumer perceived a slight embarrass- 
ment in his manner, ' don't bring your friends.' 

^ Oh, dear, no ! ' said Ashbumer, not comprehending 
what could have put such a thing into the other's head^ 
or what was coming next. 

' I don't mean to Ravenswood, but to Oldport ; that 
is, if you can help their coming. To tell you the truth, 
your university men, and literary men generally, are 
popular enough here, but yoitr army is in very bad 
odour. The young fellows who come down among tis 
from Canada behave shockingly. They don't act like 
gentlemen or Christians.' 

Ashbumer hastened to assure him that Captain 
Blank and Lieutenant Dash were both gentlemen and 
Christians, in the ordinary acceptation of the terms,. 

G 
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and had never been known to misconduct themselves 
in any way. 

' Doubtless, inasmuch as they are your friends, but 
the general principle remains the same. So many of 
your young officers have misconducted themselves that 
the primd/ade evidence is always against one of them, 
and he stands a chance of being coolly treated.' 

Ashbumer wanted to know what the young officers 
had done. 

*Ever3rthing they could do to go counter to the 
habits and prejudices of the people among whom they 
were, and to show their contempt of American society ; 
to act, in short, as if they were among uncivilized 
people. For instance, it is a custom at these watering- 
place hotels to dress for the tabh-cTMte. Now I do 
not think it altogether reasonable that a man should 
be expected to make his evening toilette by three in 
the afternoon, and, indeed, I do not strictly conform to 
the rule myself. But these men came in with flannel 
shirts and dirty shoes, and altogether in a state imfit 
for ladies' company. Perhaps, however, we were too 
feistidious in this. But what do you say to a youngster's 
seating himself upon a piano in the public parlour, 
while a lady is playing on it T 

Ashbumer allowed that it was rather unceremonious. 

'By various similar acts, trivial, perhaps, individu- 
ally, but forming a very disagreeable aggregate, these 
young men made themselves so impopular, that one 
season the ladies, by common consent, revised to dance 
with any of them. But there is worse behind. These 
gentlemen, so stupid in a drawing-room, are sharp 
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enough in borrowing money, and altogether oblivions 
of repaying it.' 

Ashbumer remembered the af&ir of Ensign Lawless, 
and made up his mind to undergo another repetition 
of it. 

'I don't speak of my individual case; the thing has 
happened fifty times. I could tell of a dozen Mends 
who have been victimized in this way during the last 
three years. In fact, I believe that jouijeunea milUmrea 
have formed a league to avenge the Mississippi bond- 
holders, and recover their lost money under the form of 
these nominal loans. You may think it poetic justice, 
but we New Yorkers have no fancy to pay the Missis- 
sippians' debts in this way.' 

It would be foreign to our present purpose to accom- 
pany Ashbumer in his Northwestern and Canadian 
tour. Suffice it to say, that he returned by the first of 
August, very much pleased, having seen many things 
well worth seeing, and experienced no particular annoy- 
ance, except the one predicted by Masters, that he 
sometimes had to take care of his servant. Neither 
shall we say much of his visit to Bavenswood, where, 
indeed, he only spent a few hours, arriving there in the 
morning and leaving it in the afternoon of the same 
day, and had merely time to partake of a capital lunch, 
and to remark that his entertainer had a beautiful 
place and a handsome wife, and was something like his 
younger brother, but more resembling an Englishman 
than any American he had yet seen. 

The party to Oldport was increased by the addition 
of Miss Vanderlyn, a tall, stylish girl, more striking 
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than her sister, but less delicately beautiM. Though 
past twenty, she had been out only one season, having 
been kept back three years by various accidents. But 
though new to society, she had nothing of the book- 
muslin timidity about her ; nor was she at all abashed 
by the presence of the titled foreigner. On the con- 
trary, she addressed him with perfect ease of manner, 
in French, professing, as an apology for conversing in 
that language, a fear that he might not be able to 
understand her English, — Pa/rceque chez votes, on dit que 
nous autres AmeHcaines, ne parlous pas V Anglais comme 
U/aut.^ 

As we are not writing a handbook or geographical 
account of the Northern States, it will not be necessary 
to mention where the fashionable watering-place of 
Oldport Springs is situated — ^not even what State it is 
in; suffice it to say, that from Carl Masters' place 
thither was a day's journey, performed partly by steam- 
boat, partly by rail, and the last forty miles by stage- 
coach, or, as the Americans say, 'for shortness,' by 
stage. The water portion of their journey was soon 
over, nor did Ashbumer much regret it, for he had 
been over this part of the route before on his way to 
Canada, and the river is not remarkably beautiful above 
the Catskill range. 

On taking the cars, Masters seized the opportunity 
to enlighten his friend with a quantity of railroad sta- 
tistics and gossip, such as, that the American trains 
averaged eighteen miles an hour, including stoppages, — 
about two miles short of the steam-boat average ; that 
they cost about one-fifth of an English road, or a dollar 
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for a pound, which accounted for their deficiency in 
some respects ; that there were more than seven thou- 
sand miles of rail in the coxmtry; that there was no 
division of first, second, and third class, but that some 
lines had ladies' cars — ^that is to say, cars for the gen- 
tlemen with ladies, and the ladies without gentlemen — 
and some had separate cars for the ladies and gentle- 
men of colour; that there had been some attempts to 
get up smoking-cars after the Grerman fashion, but the 
public mind was not yet ftdly prepared for it ; that one 
of the southern lines had tried the experiment of intro- 
ducing a restaurant, and other conveniences, with 
tolerable success; and other facts of more or less 
interest. Ashbumer, for his part, on examimng his 
ticket, found upon the back of it a list of all the sta- 
tions on the route, with their times and distances — a 
very convenient arrangement ; and he was also much 
amused at the odd names of some of the stations — 
Nineveh, Pompey, Africa, Cologne, and others equally 
incongruous. 

^ Don't be afraid of laughing,' said Masters, who 
guessed what he was smiling at. 'Whenever I am 
detaiued at a country tavern, if there duly happens to 
be a good -sized map of the United States there, I have 
enough to amuse me in studying the different styles of 
names in the different sections of the Union — different 
in style, but alike in impropriety. In our State, as 
you know, the feshion is for classical and oriental 
names. In New England there is a goodly amount of 
old English appellations, but often sadly misapplied; 
for instance, an inland town will be called Falmouth, 
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or Oldport, like the place we are going to. The abori- 
ginal names, often very harmonious, had been generaUy 
displaced, except in Maine, where they are particularly 
long and jaw-breaking, such as Winnipiscoggir and 
Cha/rgogagog. Still we have some very pretty Indian 
names left in New York; Ontario, for instance, and 
Oneida, and Niagara, which you who have been there 

know is 

Pronounced Niagara, 
To rhyme with staggerer. 
And not Nia^&ra, 
To rhyme with starer* 

' What does Niagarra mean ?' 

^Broken water, I believe; but one gets so many dif- 
ferent meanings for these names, jfipom those who profess 
to know more or less about the native dialects, that 
you can never be certain. For instance, a great many 
will teU you, on Chateaubriand's authority, that Mis- 
sissippi means Father of waiters. Some years ago, one 
of our Indian scholars stated that this was an error ; 
that the literal meaning of Mississippi was old-big- 
strong — not quite so poetic an appellation. I asked 
Albert Gallatin about it at the time — he was consi- 
dered our best man on such subjects— #and he told me 
that the word, or words, for the name is made up of 
two, signified t?ie entire river. This is a feir specimen 
of the answers you get. I never had the same explana- 
tion of an Indian name given me by two men who 
pretended to understand the Indian languages.' 

' "What rule does a gentleman adopt in naming his 
country-seat when he acquires a new one, or is there 
any rule V 
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* There are two natural and proper expedients, one 
to take the nearest aboriginal name that is pretty and 
practicable, the other to adopt the name from some 
natural feature. Of this latter we have two very neat 
examples in the residences of our two greatest states- 
men, Clay and Webster, which are called Ashland and 
Ma/rahfidd — appellations exactly descriptive of the 
places. But very often mere fancy names are adopted, 
and frequently in the worst possible taste, by people 
too who have great taste in other respects. I wanted 
my brother to call his place Carlsruhe — ^that would have 
been literally appropriate, though sounding oddly at first. 
But as it belonged originally to his fe,ther-in-law, it 
seemed but fair that his wife should have the na.niing 
of it, and she was ao fond of the Bride of Lammer- 
moor ! Well, I hope Carl will set up a few crows 
some day, just to give a little colour to the name. 
But, after aU, what's in the name % We are to stop at 
Constantinople ; if they give us a good supper and 
bed there (and they will unless the hotel is much 
altered for the worse within two years), they may call 
the town Beelzebub for me.' 

But Masters reckoned without his host. They were 
fated to pass the night, not at Constantinople, but at 
the rising village of Hardscrabble, consisting of a large 
hotel and a small blacksmith's shop. 

The contretemps happened in this wise. The weather 
was very hot — ^it always is from the middle of June to 
the middle of September — ^but this day had been par- 
ticularly sultry, and towards evening oppressed nature 
found relief in a thunder-storm, and such a storm I 
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Ashbumer, though anything but a nervous man, was 
not without some anxiety, and the ladies were in a sad 
Mght; particularly Mrs. Masters, who threatened 
hysterics, and required a large expenditure of Cologne 
and caresses to bring her round At last the train 
came to a fiill stop at Hardscrabble, about thirty-six 
miles on the wrong side of Constantinople. Even 
before the usual three minutes' halt was over our 
travellers suspected some accident; their suspicions 
were confirmed when the three minutes extended to 
ten, and ultimately the conductor annoxmced that just 
beyond this station half-a-mile of the road had been 
literally washed away, so that further progress was 
impossible. Fortunately by this time the rain had so 
far abated that the passengers were able to pass from 
the shelter of the cars (there was no covered way at 
the station) to that of the spacious hotel stoop without 
being very much wetted. Masters recollected that 
there was a canal at no great distance, which, though 
comparatively disused since the establishment of the 
railroad, stiU had some boats on it, and he thought 
it probable that they might finish their journey in this 
way — ^not a very comfortable or expeditious one, but 
better than standing stiU. It appeared, however, on 
inquiry, that the canal was also put hors de combat by 
the weather, and nothing was to be done that way. 
Only two courses remained, either to go back to 
Clinton from which they had started, or to remain for 
the night where they were. 

' This hotel ought to be able jto accommodate us all, 
remarked a feUow-passenger near them. 
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He might well say so. The portico under which 
they stood (built of the purest white pine, and modelled 
after that of a Grecian temple with eight columns) 
fix)nted at least eighty feet. The house was several 
stories high, and, if the front were anything more than 
a mere sheU, must contain rooms for two hundred 
persons. How the building came into its present 
situation was a mystery to Ashbumer; it looked as if 
it had been transported bodily from some large town, 
and set down alone in the wilderness. The probability 
is, that some speculators, judging fix)m certain signs 
that a town was likely to arise there soon, had built 
the hotel so as to be all ready for it. 

There was no need to question the landlord : he had 
already been diligently assuring every one that he 
could accommodate aU the passengers, who indeed did 
not exceed a hundred in number. 

Logicians tell us, that a great deal of the trouble 
and misunderstanding which exists in this naughty 
world, arises from men not defining their terms in the 
outset. The landlord of Hardscrabble had evidently 
some peculiar ideas of his own as to the meaning of 
the term accom/modate. The real state of the case was, 
that he had any quantity of rooms, and a tolerably 
liberal supply of bedsteads, but his stock of bedding 
was by no means in proportion ; and he was, therefore, 
compelled to multiply it .by process of division, giving 
the hair mattress to one, the feather bed to another, 
the straw bed to a third ; and so with the pillows and 
bolsters as far as they would go. This was rather a long 
process, even with American activity, especially as 
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some of the hands employed were temporarily called 
off to attend to the supper table. 

The meal, which was prepared and eaten with great 
promptitude, was a mixture of tea and supper. Very 
good milk, pretty good tea, and pretty bad coffee, 
represented the dnnkables ; and for solids, there was a 
plentiful provision of excellent bread and butter, new 
cheese, dried beef in very thin slices, or rather chipi, 
gingerbread, dough-nuts, and other varieties of home- 
made cake, sundry preserves, and some pickles. The 
waiters were young women — some of them very pretty 
and lady-like. The Masters kept up a conversation 
with each other and Ashbumer in French, which he 
suspected to be a customary practice of ' our set ' when 
in public, as indeed it was, and one which tended not 
a little to make them unpopular. A well-dressed man 
opposite looked so fiercely at them, that the English- 
man thought he might have partially comprehended 
their discourse and take an offence at it, tiLL he was in 
a measure re-assured by seeing him eat pound-cake and 
cheese together — a singularity of taste about which he 
could not help making a remark to Masters. 

' Oh, that's nothing,' said Harry. ^ Did you never, 
when you were on the lakes, see them eat ham and 
molasses ] It is said to be a western practice : I never 
was there ; but I'll tell you what I kouoe seen. A man 
with cake, cheese, smoked-beef, and preserves, all on 
his plate together, and paying attention to them indis- 
criminately. He was not an American either, but a 
Creole Frenchman of New Orleans, who had travelled 
enough to know better.' 
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Soon after supper most of the company seemed 
inclined bedwards ; but there were no signs of beds 
for some time. Masters' party, who were more 
amused than fetigued by their evening's experience, 
spread the carpet of resignation, and lit the cigar of 
philosophy. All the passengers did not take it so 
quietly. One tail, melancholy-faced man, who looked 
as if he required twice the ordinary amount of sleep, 
was especially anxious to know 'where they were going 
to put him.' 

' Don't be afraid, ear,' said the landlord, as he shot 
across the room on some errand ; ' we'll tell you before 
you go to bed.' With which safe prediction the dis- 
contented one was fain to content himself. 

At length, about ten, or half-past, the rooms began 
to be in readiness, and their occupants to be marched 
off to them in squads of six or eight at a time, — ^the 
long corridors and tall staircases of the hotel requiring 
considerable pioneering and guidance. Masters' party 
came among the last. Haying examined the room 
assigned to the ladies, Harry reported it to contain one 
bed and half a washstand j from which he and Ash- 
burner had some misgivings as to their own accom- 
modation, but were not exactly prepared for what 
followed, when a small boy with a tallow candle and 
face escorted them up three flights of stairs into a room 
containing two small beds and a large spittoon, and 
not another single article of ftimiture. 

'I say, boy!' quoth Masters, in much dudgeon, 
turning to their chamberlain, 'suppose we want to 
wash in the morning, what are we to do ?' 
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* I don't know, sir/ answered the boy ; and depositing 
the candle on the floor, he disappeared in the darkness. 

'By Jove!' ejaculated the fastidious youth, * there 
isn't as much as a hook in the wall to hang one's coat 
on. It's lucky we brought up our carpet-bags with us, 
else we should have to look out a clean spot on the 
floor for our clothes.' 

Ashbumer was not very much disconcerted. He 
had travelled in so many countries, notwithstanding his 
youth, that he could pass his nights anyhow. In fact, 
he had never been at a loss for sleep in his life, except 
on one occasion, when, in Galway, a sofe, was assigned 
to him at one side of a small parlour, on the other side of 
which three Irish gentlemen were making a night of it. 

So they said their prayers, and went to bed, like good 
boys. But their slumbers were not unbroken. Ash- 
bumer dreamed that he was again in Yenice, and that 
the musquitoes of that delightful city, of whose venom- 
ousness and assiduity he retained shuddering recol- 
lections, were making an onslaught upon him in great 
numbers ; while Masters awoke towards morning with 
a great outcry: in apology for which he solemnly 
assured his fiiend, that two seconds before he was in 
South Afirica, where a lion of remarkable size and 
ferocity had caught him by the leg. And on rising, 
they discovered some spots of blood on the bed-clothes, 
showing that their visions had not been altogether 
without foundation in reality. 

The H!ardscrabble hotel, grand in its general outlines, 
had overlooked the trifling details of wash-stands and 
chamber crockery. Such of these articles as it did 
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possess, were very properly devoted to the use of the 
ladies; and accordingly Ashbnmer and Masters, and 
forty-five more, performed their matutinal ablutions 
over a tin bason in the bar-room, where Harry aston- 
ished the natives by the production of his own parti- 
cular towel and pocket-comb. The weather had cleared 
up beautifully, the railroad was repaired, and the train 
ready to start as soon as breakfast was over. After 
this meal, as miscellaneous as their last night's supper, 
while the passengers were discharging their reckoning, 
Ashbumer noticed that his friend was unusually fdssy 
and consequential, asked several questions, and made 
several remarks in a loud tone, and altogether seemed 
desirous of attracting attention. When it came to his 
turn to pay, he told out the amount, not in the ordi- 
nary dirty bills, but in hard, ringing half-dollars, which 
had the effect of drawing stiU further notice upon hinn- 

' Five dollars and a quarter,' said Masters, in a mea- 
sured and audible tone; ^ and, landlord, here's a quarter 
extra.' 

The landlord looked up in surprise; so did the two 
or three men standing nearest Harry. 

* It's to buy beef with, to feed 'em. Feed 'em well 
now, don't forget!' 

^ Feed 'em ! feed who ?' and the host looked as if he 
thought his customer crazy. 

'Feed who? Why, look here!' and bending over 
the counter, Harry uttered a portentous monosyllable, 
in a pretended whisper, but reaUy as audible to the 
bystanders as a stage aside. Three or four of those 
nearest exploded. 
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' Yes, feed 'em well before you put anybody into your 
beds again, or youll have to answer for the death of a 
fellow-Christian some day, that's alL Good morning 1' 
And taking his wife under his arm, Masters stalked off 
to the cars with a patronizing &>rewell nod, amid a 
sympathetic roar, leaving the host irresolute whether to 
throw a decanter after him, or to join in the general 
laugL 
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CHAPTER V. 

LIFE AT A WATERING-PLACR — OLDPORT SPRINGS. 

^ TTOLD on a minute/ said Harry, as they were 
-L-L about to take the stage, after a very feir three- 
o'clock dinner at Constantinople (the Occidental, not 
the Oriental city of that name) ; ^ there goes an acquaint- 
ance of ours whom you must know. He has arrived 
by the "Westfield train, doubtless.' 

Away sped Masters after the acquaintance, arm-in- 
arm with whom he shortly returned, and, with all the 
exultation of an American who has brought two lions 
into the same cage, introduced M. le Vicomte ViQoent 
Le Roi to the Hon. Edward Ashbumer. 

A shbumer was rather puzzled at Le Roi, whose per- 
sonal appearance did not in any way answer either to 
his originally conceived idea of a Frenchman, or to the 
live specimens he had thus far met witL The Yicomte 
looked more like an Englishman, or perhaps like the 
very best kind of Irishman. He was a middle-sized 
man of thirty or thereabout, with brown hair and a 
florid complexion ; and very quietly dressed, his clothes 
being neither obtrusively new nor cut with any ultra- 
artistic pretension. Except his wearing a moustache 
and (of course) not speaking English, there was nothing 
continental about his outward man, or the first impres- 
sion he gave of himself. Fortunately, he was also 
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bound for the Springs, so that Ashbumer would have 
abundant opportunity to study his character, if so 
disposed. 

The stage in which our tourists were to embark was 
not unlike a French diligence, except that it had but 
one compartment instead of three ; in which compart- 
ment there were three seats, and on each seat more or 
less room for three persons, and two more could sit with 
the driver. All the baggage was carried on the top. 
The springs were made like coach springs, or C-springs, 
as they are always called in America (just as in England 
a pilot-coat is called a P-jacket), only they were upright 
and perpendicular to the axletree instead of curving; 
and the leathern belts connected with them, on which 
the carriage swung, were of the thickest and toughest 
description. As the party, with the addition of Le 
Roi, amounted to eight. Masters managed, by a little 
extra expenditure of tin and trouble, to secure the 
whole of one vehicle, and for the stiU greater accom- 
modation of the ladies and child, the gentlemen were to 
sit on the box two at a time by turns. Masters' first 
object was to get hold of the reins, for which end he 
began immediately to talk around the driver about 
things in general. From the price of horses they 
diverged to the prospects of various kinds of business, 
and thence slap into the politics of the country. The 
driver was a stubborn Locofoco, and Masters did not 
disdain to enter into an elaborate argument with him. 
Ashbumer, who then occupied the other box-seat, was 
astonished at the man's statistical knowledge, the variety 
of information he possessed upon local topics, and his 
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accurate acquaintance with the government and insti- 
tutions of his country. It occurred to him to prompt 
Masters, through the convenient mediimi of French, to 
sound him about England and European politics. This 
Harry did, not immediately, lest he might suspect the 
purport of their conversational interlude, but by a dex- 
terous approach to the point after sufficient preliminary ; 
and it then appeared that he had lumped * the despotic 
powers of the old world' in a heap together, and sup- 
posed the Queen of England to be on a par with the 
Czar of Russia as regarded her personal authority and 
privileges. However, when Masters set him right as 
to the difference between a limited and an absolute 
monarchy, he took the information in very good part, 
listened to it attentively, and evidently made a mental 
note of it for future reference. 

The four-horse team was a good strong one, but the 
stage with its load heavy enough, and the roads, after 
the recent storm, still heavier, besides being a succes- 
sion of hills. The best they could do was to make six 
miles an hour, and they would not have made three 
but for a method of travelling down hill, entirely 
foreign to European ideas on the subject. When they 
arrived at the simimit there was no talk of putting on 
the drag, nor any drag to put on, but away the horses 
went, first at a rapid trot, and soon at ftdl gallop ; by 
which means the equipage acquired sufficient momen- 
tum to carry it part of the way up the next hill before 
the animals relapsed into the slow walk which the 
steepness of the ascent imposed upon them. Indeed, 
this part of the route would have been a very tedious 

H 
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one (for the country about waa almost entirely devoid 
of interest), had it not been for Le Koi, who came out 
in great force. He laughed at everything and with 
everybody; told stories, and good ones, continuously, 
and only ceased telling stories to break forth into song. 
In fine, he amused the ladies so much that when he 
took his turn on the box they missed him immediately, 
and sent Masters outside again on the first opportu- 
nity; whereat the Vicomte, being very much flattered, 
waxed livelier and merrier than ever, and kept up a 
constant fire of jest and ditty. As to Ashbumer, who 
had a great liking for fresh air, and an equal horror of 
a small child in a stage-coach, he remained outside the 
whole time ; for which the fair passengers set him down 
as an insensible youth, who did not know how to appre- 
ciate good company : imtil the evening becoming some- 
what chilly by comparison with the very hot day they 
had undergone, both he and Harry took refrige in the 
interior, and a very jolly party they all made. 

While they were outside together. Masters had been 
giving Ashbumer some details about Le Roi — in fact, 
a succinct biography of him ; for be it noted, that every 
New-Yorker is able to produce off-hand a minute his- 
tory of every person, native or foreign, at all known 
in society : for which ability he is indebted partly to 
the inquisitive habits of the people, partly to their 
communicative disposition, partly to their remarkable 
memoiy of small particulars, and partly to a fine ima 
gination and power of invention, which inust be expe- 
rienced to be fully appreciated. Masters, we say, had 
been telling his friend the stoiy of his other friend or 
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acquamtance j how he was of good hmilj and no 
fortune; how he had written three 'novels and three 
thousand or more /euiUetons; how he had travelled 
into some out-of-the-way part of Poland, where no one 
had ever been before or since, and about which he was, 
therefore, at liberty to say what he pleased; how, 
besides his literary capabilities, such as they were, he 
played, and sang, and danced, and sketched — all very 
well for an amateur; how he was altogether a very 
agreeable and entertaining man^ and, as such, was sup- 
posed to have been sent out by a sort of mutual-benefit 
subscription-dub, which existed at Paris for the pur- 
pose of marrying its members to heiresses in different 
coimtries. Ashbumer had once heard rumours of such 
a club in Germany, but was never able to obtain any 
authentic details concerning it, or to determine whether 
it was anything more than a traveller's traditionary 
legend. Even Masters was at fault here, and, indeed, 
he seemed rather to tell the club part of the story as a 
good joke than to believe it seriously himself. 

As they approached the termination of their journey, 
their talk naturally turned more and more on the 
Springs. The Yicomte was in possession of the latest 
advices thence ; the arrivals and expected arrivals, and 
the price-current of stock; that is, of marriageable 
yoimg gentlemen, and all other matters of gossip ; how 
the whole family of the Robinsons was there in full 
force, with an unlimited amount of Parisian millinery; 
how Gerard Ludlow was driving four-in-hand, and 
Lowenberg had given his wife no end of jewellery ; how ^ 
Mrs. Harrison, who ought not to have been (not being ,' . ' 

h2 
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of our set), nevertheless was the great lioness of the 
season ; how Miss Thompson, the belle expectant, had 
renounced the Springs altogether, and shut herself up 
at home somewhere among the mountains — all for 
unrequited love of Hamilton Bell, as was charitably 
reported; last, but not least, how Tom Edwards had 
invented six new figures for the German cotiUon. 
Ashbumer did not at first altogether understand the 
introduction of this personage into such good company, 
supposing from his familiar abbreviation and Terpsi- 
chorean attributes, that he must be the fashionable 
dancing master of Oldport, or perhaps of New York ; 
but he was speedily given to imderstand that, on the 
contrary, Mr. Edwards was a gay bachelor of good 
family and large fortime, who, in addition to gambling, 
intriguing, and other pleasant little propensities, had 
an insatiable passion for the dance, and was accustomed 
to rotate morning, noon, and night, whenever he was 
not gambling, &c. as aforesaid. ' And,' continued Mas- 
ters, 'I'll lay you any bet you please, that the first 
thing we see on arriving at our hotel will be Tom 
Edwards dancing the Polka; unless, indeed, he happen 
to be dancing the Eedowa.' 

'Yery likely,' said Mrs. Masters, 'seeing we shall 
arrive there at ten o'clock, and this is a ball night.' 

Both Harry and his wife were right ; they arrived at 
half-past ten, just as the ball was getting into fidl 
swing. On the large portico in front of the large 
Hotel opened a large room, with large windows down to 
the floor, — ^the dining-room of the establishment, now 
'. cleared for dancing purposes. All the idlers of Oldport, 
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male and female, black and white, congregated at these 
windows and* thronged the portico ; and almost into 
the very midst of this crowd our party was shot, bag- 
gage and all. While Ashbumer was looking out of a 
confused heap of people and luggage, he heard one of 
the assistant loafers say to another, 'Look at Mr. 
Edwards !' Profiting by the information not originally 
intended for him, he followed the direction of the 
speaker s nose, and beheld a little showily-dressed man 
flying down the room with a large showily-dressed 
woman, going the poursuite of the Redowa at a terrific 
rate. So that, literally, the first thing he saw in Old- 
port was Tom Edwards dancing. But there was no 
opportunity to make a further study of this, 'one of the 
most remarkable men among us,' for the party had to 
look up their night quarters. Masters had despatched 
in advance to Mr. Grabster, proprietor of the Bath 
Hotel at Oldport Springs, a very particular letter, stat- 
ing the number of his party, the time he meant to be 
there, and the number of rooms he wanted, and had 
also sent his horses on ahead; but though the animals 
had arrived safe and found stable-room, there was no 
preparation for their master. Ashbumer, at the request 
of the ladies, followed Masters into the office (for the 
Bath Hotel being, nominally at least, the first l^ouse in 
the place, had its bar-room and office separate), and 
found Harry in earnest expostulation with a a magnifi 
cently-dressed individual, whom he took for Mr. Grab- 
stei himself, but who turned out to be only that high 
and mighty gentleman's head book-keeper. The letter 
had been despatched so long beforehand, that, even at the 
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rate of American coiintiy posts, it ought to have arrived, 
but no one knew anything about it. Both the young 
men suspected — ^uncharitably, perhaps, but not altoge- 
ther imnaturally — ^that Mr. Grabster and his aids, 
finding a prospect of a full season, had not thought it 
worth their while to trouble themselves about the appli- 
cation, or to keep any rooms. Ashbumer suggested 
trying another hotel, but the roads were muddy and 
vehicles scarce at that time of night, so that altogether 
there seemed a strong probability of their being com- 
pelled to ' camp out' on the portico. But it was not 
in Masters to 'give it up so.' He possessed, as we 
have already hinted, that fewjulty so alarmingly common 
in his country, which polite people call oratory, and 
vulgar ones the 'gift of the gab;' and he was not the 
man to throw away the opportunity of turning any of 
his gifts to account. Warming with his subject, he 
poured out upon the gorgeously-attired Mr. Black such 
a flood of conciliatory and expostulatoiy eloquence that 
that gentleman absolutely contrived to find some accom- 
modation for them. The ladies, child, and servants were 
bundled together into one tolerably large room, in the 
third story. Masters had a sort of comer-cupboard in the 
fourth, that might, perhaps, have accommodated a mouse 
with a small family ; and to Ashbumer and Le Boi were 
assigned two small chambers in the fifth. As to the bag- 
gage, that was all piled up in the office, with the excep- 
tion of a few indispensable articles. Supper was out of 
the question, there being no room to eat it in because of 
the dancers. The ladies did not want supper; they only 
regretted not being able to unpack their trunks and 
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dreas for the ball then and there going on : their eyes 
lighted up at the sound of the music^ and their little 
feet began to beat the floor incontinently. The gentle- 
men took a drink all round by way of substitute for 
something more solid. Ashbumer had mounted to 
his dormitory— no smaU joumey~.and waa sitting on 
his bed, wishing he had some contrivance for pulling 
off all his clothes at once without the trouble of 
removing them piece by piece, when he heard in the 
passage the voice of Le Roi, quarkJtwim, mtUatus ab illo I 
The Yicomte had sworn up all his own language, and 
was displaying a knowledge of English expletives that 
quite surprised his fellow-traveller. On investigation, the 
cause of his wrath proved to be this. A semi-civilized 
Irish waiter had shown him to No. 296, in accordance 
with Mr. Black's directions. But Mr. Black, in the 
multiplicity of his affidrs, had forgotten that No. 296 
was already tenanted, to wit, by a Western traveller, 
who did, indeed, intend to quit it by an early stage 
next morning, but had not the least idea of giving up 
his quarters before that time; and accordingly, as if 
&om a presentiment that some attempt would be made 
to dislodge him, had, in addition to the ordinary not 
very strong fastenings of the door, so barricaded it 
with trunks and furniture, that it could have stood a 
considerable amount of siege. The waiter had gone 
0% leaving Le Boi to shift for himself. Bells were 
scarce in the upper stories of the Bath Hotel, nor was 
there any light throughout the long corridor except 
the one tallow candle which his usdess guide had 
depos ited on the floor. Utterly upset at the idea of 
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having to tramp down four pair of stairs and back 
again in search of accommodation, the unlucky Gaul 
was seeking a momentary relief in the manner above 
stated, when Ashbumer came to the rescue. His bed 
happened to be rather a large one — so large, compara- 
tively, that it was a mystery how it had ever found its 
way into the little room, the four walls of which 
seemed to have grown or been built around it; and 
this bed he instantly proposed to share with Le Roi 
for the night. The Frenchman Tnercied, and couldn't 
think of such a thing for five minutes, edging into the 
room and pulling off his coat and boots all the time ; 
then he gave an exemplication of ceasante causa, for all 
his rage vanished in a moment, and he was the same 
exuberantly good-natured and profusely loquacious 
man that he had been all day. On he streamed in a 
perpetual flow of talk long after both were in bed, 
until Ashbumer began to feel as a man might to whom 
some fairy had given a magical instrument which dis- 
coursed sweet music at first, but could never be made 
to stop playing. And when at length the Vicomte, 
having lighted on the subject of women, poured out an 
infinity of adventures with ladies of all countries, of all 
which stories Vincent Le Roi was, of course, the hero, 
his fellow-traveller, unable to help being disgusted at his 
vanity and levity, turned round to- the wall, and with- 
out considering whether he was acting in accordance 
with bienseance, fell fast asleep in the midst of one of 
the most thrilling narratives. 

When Ashbumer awoke next morning, the first 
thing he was conscious of was Le 'Roi talking. It 
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required very little exercise of the imagination to 
suppose that he had been going on uninterruptedly all 
night. Afterwards he became aware of a considerable 
disturbance, evidently origLoating in the lower stoiy 
of the house, but sufficiently audible all over it, which 
he put down to the account of numerous new arrivals. 
By the time they had completed their toilettes (which 
did not take very long, for the room being just under 
the roof, was of a heat that made it desirable for them 
to evacuate it as soon as possible). Masters made his 
appearance. He had obtained possession of his bag- 
gage, and arrayed himself in the extreme of summer 
costume: — ^a white grass-cloth coat, about the con- 
sistency of blotting-paper, so transparent that the lilac 
pattern of his check shirt was distinctly visible through 
the arms of it ; white duck vest, white drilled trousers, 
long-napped white hat, a speckled cravat to match his 
shirt, and highly varnished shoes, with red and white 
striped silk stockings, — altogether very fresh and 
innocent-looking. He came to show them the prin- 
cipal spring, which was not far from the hotel — just a 
pleasant walk before breakfast, though it was not 
likely they would meet many people so early, on 
account of last night's ball. 

* I am afraid your quarters were not very comfort- 
able,' said Harry, as the three strolled arm-in-arm 
down a sufficiently sandy road ; ^ but we shall have 
better rooms before dinner to-day.' 

* The house must be very fuU,' Ashbumer remarked ; 
* and were there not a great many arrivals this morn- 
ing 1 From the noise I heard, T thought at least fifty 
people had come.' 
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* No ; I glanced at the book, and there were not a 
dozen names on it. Hallo !' and Masters swore 
roundly in Spanish, apparently forgetting that his 
friend understood that language. 

Ashbumer looked up, and saw meeting them a large 
Frenchman and a small Irish boy. The Frenchman 
had an immense quantity of hair of all sorts on his 
face, nearly hiding his features, which, as what was 
visible of them had a particularly villanous air, was 
about the best thing he could have done to them ; and 
on his head he carried a something of felt, which 
indisputably proved the proposition that matter may 
exist without form. The Irish youth sported a well- 
meant but not a very successfrd attempt at a moustache, 
and a black cloth cap pitched on one side of his head. 
In other respects they were attired in the usual cos- 
tume of an American snob ; that is to say, a dress-coat 
and fuU suit of black at seven in the morning. 
Ashbumer noticed that Masters spit ostentatiously 
while passing them; and afber passing he swore again, 
this time in downright English. 

Le Boi had seen in his acquaintance with European 
watering-places a goodly amoimt of scamps and black- 
legs, and Ashbumer was not without some experience 
of the sort, so that they were not disposed to be 
curious about one blackguard more or less in,a place 
of the kind ; but these two fellows had such a look of 
unmitigated rascality, that both the foreigners glanced 
inquiringly at their friend, and were both on the point 
of asking him some question, when he anticipated their 
desira 
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'God forgive me for swearing, but it is too pro- 
voking to meet these loafers in respectable quarters. 
The ancients used to think their journey spoiled if 
they met an imclean animal on starting, and I feel 
as if my whole stay here would go wrong after meeting 
these animals the first thing in the first morning.' 

^ Mais qui aont Ha done, ces vati/riens V asked Le 
Roi. 

*The Frenchman is a deported convict, who is doing 
us the honour to serve out his time here ; the Irishman 
is a refugee, I believe. They have come here to report 
for The Sewer,'' 

They cooled their virtuous indignation in the spring, 
and were returning. 

' Hallo, Masters ! hallo ! I thought that was you ! ' 
shouted somebody, a quarter of a mile off, from the 
hotel steps. 

* Ah,' said Harry, ' I understand now why you heard 
so much noise this morning. Bird Simpson has arrived.' 

Mr. Simpson, popularly known as * the bird ' (vjihy 
no one could tell exactly, but people often get such 
names attached to them for some inexplicable reason), 
came on a half-run to meet them. He was a tall, 
showy, and rather handsome, though not particularly 
graceful man ; very flashily got up in a blue cutaway 
with gilt buttons, wide blue stripes down the sides of 
his white trousers, a check shirt of enormous crimson 
pattern, and a red and white cravat ; no waistcoat, and 
wide embroidered braces, the work of some lady Mend. 
He seemed to have dressed himself on the principle 
of the tricolor, and to have carried it out in his 
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face — his cheeks being very red, his eyes very 
blue, and his hair very white. After having pump- 
handled Masters' arm for some time, he made an 
attack on Le Roi, whom he just knew by name, and 
inquired if he had just come de Vomtre cote, meaning 
the other side of the Atlantic, according to a common 
New York idiom ; but the Yicomte not imnaturaUy 
took it to mean from the other side of the road, and 
gave a corresponding answer in English as feHcitous as 
Mr. Simpson's French. Then he digressed upon Ash- 
burner, whom he saw to be an Englishman, in so 
pointed a manner that Masters was obliged to introduce 
them ; and the introduction was followed by an invi- 
tation on Simpson's part to the company to take a 
drink, which they did, somewhat to the consternation 
of the Frenchman, who knew not what to make of iced 
brandy and mint before breakfast. Then Simpson, 
having primed himself for the morning meal, set about 
procuring it, and his departure visibly relieved Masters, 
who was clearly not proud of his acquaintance. Le 
E/oi also went after his breakfast, taking care to get as 
far as possible from the comer of the room where 
Simpson was. 

' There,' said Masters, ' is a very fair specimen of 
' second set.' He is B, No. 1, rather a great man in 
his own circle, and imports French goods. To hear 
him talk about French actresses and eating-houses you 
would think him a ten years' resident of that city, 
instead of having been there perhaps four times in his 
life, a week each time. But you know we Americans 
have a wonderful faculty of seeing a great deal in a 
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little time. Just so with Italy; he was there two 

months, and professes to know all about the country 

and the people. But he doesn't know the set abroad 

or at home. Sometimes you meet him at a ball, where 

he does his duty about supper time ; but you will never 

see him dancing with, or talking to, the ladies who are 

* of us.' Nevertheless, they will avail themselves of his 

services sometimes, when they want to buy silks at 

wholesale prices, or to have something smuggled for 

them; for he is the best-natured man in the world. 

And, after all, he is not more given to scandal than the 

exquisites, and is a great deal honester and truer. Once 

I caught a fever out on the north-eastern boimdary, 

and had not a fiiend with me, or any means of getting 

help. This man nursed me like a brother, and put 

himself to no end of trouble for me until we could fetch 

Carl on. I would certainly rather have been under 

such an obligation to some other men I know than to 

Simpson ; but having incurred it, I do not think it can 

be justly paid off with a ^ glad-to-know-you-when-I'm- 

at-Bath-again' acquaintance; and I feel bound to be 

civil to him, though he does bother me immensely at 

times with his free-and-easy habits,— walking into my 

parlour with his hat on and cigar in his mouth ; chafling 

me or my wife, in language about as elegant as an 

omnibus driver's ; or pawing ladies about in a way that 

he takes for gallantry. Talking of ladies, I wish mine 

would show themselves for breakfast. Ah, here are 

two men you must know ; they are good types of two 

classes of our beaux — the considerably French and the 

slightly English — the former class the more numerous, 
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you axe probably aware. Mr. Bell, Mr. Asbbiimer — 
Mr. Asbbumer, Mr. Sumner.' 

Hamilton Bell was a tall, handsome man, some few 
years on the wrong side of thirty, broader-shouldered 
and deeper-chested than the ordinary American model, 
elaborately but very quietly dressed, without any jewel- 
lery or showy patterns. There was something very 
Parisian in his get-up and manner, yet you would never 
take hiTn for a Frenchman, still less for a Frenchified- 
!Ekiglishman. But he had the look of a man who had 
lived in a gay capital, and quite fast enough for his 
years; his fine hair was beginning to go on the top of 
his head, and his ^ce wanted freshness and colour. His 
manner, slightly reserved at first, rapidly warmed into 
animation, and his large dark eyes gave double expres- 
sion to whatever he said. His very smallest talk was 
immensely impressive. He would tell a stranger that 
he was happy to make his acquaintance with an air 
that implied all the Spaniard's mi casa a la disposicion 
de listed, and meant about as much; and when you saw 
hiTn from the pa/rqv^t of the Opera talking to some 
young lady in the boxes, you would have imagined that 
he was making a dead set at her, when in fact he was 
only uttering some ordinary meteorological observation. 
Apart from his knack of looking and talking sentiment, 
he had no strongly-marked taste or hobby: danced 
respectably, but not often; knew enough about horses 
to pick out a good one when he wanted a mount for a 
riding-party; drank good wine habitually, without 
being pedantic about the difierent brands of it; and 
read enough of the current literature of the day to be 
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able to keep up a conversation if he fell among a literary- 
circle. He was not a marrying man, partly because 
his income, sufficient to provide him with all bachelor 
luxuries, was not large enough to support a wife hand- 
somely; partly because that a man should tie himself 
to one woman for life was a thing' he could not con- 
ceive, much less practise: but he very much affected 
the society of the softer sex^ and was continually amus- 
ing himself with some young girl or young wife. He 
rather preferred the latter — it was less compromising; 
still he had no objection to victimize an innocent 
debiUantey and leave her more or less broken-hearted. 
(It must be observed, however, for the credit of 
American young ladies, that they are not addicted to 
dying of this complaint, so often fatal in novels; many 
of Hamilton's victims had recovered and grown abso- 
lutely fat upon it, and married very successfully.) 
Wherever there was a fiomcee, or a probable Jiancee^ or 
a married belle with an uxorious husband, — ^in short, 
wherever he could make himself look dangerous and 
another man jealous or foolish, he came out particularly 
strong ; at the same time, being very adroit and not 
over belligerent, he always contrived to stop or get out 
of the way in time if the other party showed open signs 
of displeasure. 

Frank Sunmer was rather shorter than Bell, rather 
younger, and rather more dressed. He had the same 
broad shoulders, which in America, where most of the 
beaux are either tall and thin or short ^and thin, find 
favour with the ladies ; just as blondes create a sensa- 
tion in southern countries^ because they are so seldom 
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seen. In almost all other particulars the two men were 
totally unlike, and Sumner might have passed for an 
English gentleman put into French clothes. He was 
reserved in his conversation, and marked in the expres- 
sion of his likes and dislikes. With no more intention 
of marrying than Bell, he took care never to make love 
to any woman, and if any woman made love to him he 
gave her no encouragement. He was not richer than 
Bell, not so good-looking, and certainly not so clever, 
hut more respected and more influential ; for thfe solid 
and trustworthy parts of his character, backed by a 
buU-dog courage and an utter imperturbability, got the 
better ia the long run of the other's more brilliant 
qualities. 

Some of these things Ashbumer observed for himself, 
some of them Masters told him after Bell and Sumner, 
who did not ask the stranger to take a drink, had passed 
on. He had noticed that the latter's manner, though per- 
fectly civil, was very cold compared with the empresse- 
mertt which the former had exhibited. 

* He doesn't like your countrymen,' said Harry, ' and 
nothing can vex him more than to be told, what is 
literally the truth, that he resembles an Englishman in 
many respects. I believe it is about the only thing 
that can vex him. What an unmovable man it is ! I 
have seen a woman throw a lighted cigar into his face, 
and another cut off one end of his moustache (that was 
when we were both younger, and used to see some queer 
scenes abroad), and a servant drop half a tureen of soup 
over him, and none of these things stirred him. Once 
at Naples, I recollect, hc^et our chimney on fire. Such 
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a time we had of it; every one in the house tumbling 
into our room, from the piccolo, with no coat and half 
a pair of pants, to the proprietor in his dressing-gown 
and spectacles— women calling on the Virgin, men 
running affcer water — and there sat Frank, absolutely 
radiating off so much coolness that he imparted a por- 
tion of it to me, and we sat through the scene as 
quietly as if they had only been laying the cloth for 
dinner. A rum pair they must have thought us ! The 
day before we had astonished the waiter by lighting 
brandy over a pudding. I suppose we left them under 
the impression that the Anglo-Saxons had a propensity 
to set fire to everything they came in contact with.' 

' It is very odd that so many of your people should 
be afraid of resembling us, and take the French type 
for imitation in preference to the English. The original 
feeling of gratitude to France for having assisted you in 
the war of independence does not seem sufficient to 
accoimt for it.' 

'Certainly not; for that feeling would naturally 
HiTniTiiah in succeeding generations, whereas the Galli- 
cism of our people is on the increase, — ^in fact its origin 
is of comparatively recent date. But we really a/re 
more like the French in some senses. Politically, the 
American is very Anglo-Saxon. So he is morally; but 
socially, so far as you can separate society from morals, 
he is very French. The Englishman's first idea of his 
duty in society is non-interference; the Frenchman's 
and American's, amusement. An Englishman does not 
think it his business to en^gavour to amuse the com- 
pany in which he happens to be; an Englishwoman 

I 
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does not think it her duty to make any attempt to 
entertain a man who is introduced to her. A French- 
man will rather talk trash, knowing that he is talking 
trash, than remain silent and let others remain silent. 
So will an American. But an Englishman, iml^ he is 
sure of saying something to the point, will hold his 
tongue. *The imperturbable self-possession of the Eng- 
lish gentleman is not generally understood by us, any 
more than it is by the French. His minding his own 
business is attributed to selfish indifference. The pic- 
ture that half our people form of an Englishman is, a 
heavy, awkward man, very badly dressed, courageous, 
and full of learning; but devoid of all the arts and 
graces of life, and caring for nobody but himself. It is 
a great pity that there is not a better understanding; 
but, imfortunately, the best Englishmen who come here 
seldom stay long enough to be appreciated, and the best 
Americans who go to England seldom stay there long 
enough to appreciate the coimtry. Whenever an Ame- 
rican chances to stay some years among you, he ends by 
liking England very much ; but it is very seldom that 
he has any provocation, imless compelled by business, 
to stay some years, for acquaintances are harder to 
make in London than in any other city, while it has 
less resources for a man without acquaintances than 
any other city — ^besides being so dear. But here come 
the ladies a£ last ; now for break&st.* 

Breakfast was the best managed meal at the Bath 
Hotel The tahle d'hote began at half-past seven, but 
fresh relays of rolls and eggs, ham, chops, and steaks, 
were always to be obtained until half-past ten or eleven 
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by those who had interest with the waiters. After 
breakfest the company went to work promenading. 
There was a very wide hall running through the hotel, 
and up and down this, and up and down the two broadest 
sides of the portico, all the world walked — ' our set' 
being conspicuous from the elegance of their , morning 
costume. One side of the portico was devoted to the 
gentlemen and their cigars, and there Ashbumer and 
Masters took a tiun, leaving with the ladies Le Roi and 
a small beau or two who had joined them. Suddenly 
Masters pressed his friend's arm. 

'Here comes really 'one of the most remarkable 
men' — ^the very god of the dance; behold Tom Ed- 
wards!' 

Ashbumer beheld a little man, about five feet aild a 
half high. If he could have stood on his bushy black 
beard it would have lifted him ftdl three inches higher. 
Besides this beard he cherished a small moustache, very 
elaborately curling-tongsed at the ends into the shape 
of half a lyre. Otherwise he had not much hair on his 
head, but what he had was very carefully brushed. His 
features were delicate, and uot without intelligence, but 
terribly worn by dissipation. To look at his figure 
you would take him for a boy of nineteen ; to look at 
his fe.ce, for a man of thirty : he was, probably, about 
half-way between the two ages. ' Everything about him 
was wonderftilly neat : a white coat and hat, like Mas- 
ters' ; cream-coloured waistcoat, and pearl-coloured trou- 
sers; miraculously small feet in resplendent boots, 
looking more like a doll's extremities than a man's ; a 
French kid glove on one of his little hands, and on the 

I 2 
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other a sapphire ring, so large that Ashbumer wondered 
how the little man could cany it^ and thought that he 
should, like Juvenal's dandies, have kept a lighter article 
for summer wear. Then he had a watch-chain of great 
balls of blue enamel, with about two poimds of chate- 
laine charms dependent there&om; and delicate little 
enamelled studs, with sleeve-buttons to match. Alto- 
gether he was a wonderful Hon, considering his size. 
Even Masters had not the courage to stop and intro- 
duce hifi friend until he passed the great dancer more 
than once, in silent admiration, and with a respectful 
bow. 

And as they passed he detailed to Ashbumer, with 
his usual biographical accuracj^, the history of Tom 
Edwards, which he had begun in the stage-coach. Tom 
had been left in his infancy, with a fortune and without 
a father, to be brought up . by relatives who had an 
unlucky preference of Parisian to American life. Under 
their auspices and those of other Mentors, whom he 
found in that gay capital, his progress was so rapid, 
that at a very early age he was known as the banker of 
two or three distinguished lorettesy and the pet pupil of 
the renowned Cellarius. Indeed, he had lived so much 
in the society of that gentleman and his dancing-girls, 
that he took the latter for his standard of female 
society, and had a tendency to behave to all woman- 
kind as he behaved to them. To married ladies he 
talked slightly refined dovhle-entendre : to yoimg ladies 
he found it safest to say very little, his business and 
pleasure beiQg to dance with them ; and if they did not 
dance, he gave them up for uncivilized beings, and 
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troubled himself no further about them. Of old people 
of either sex he took no further notice than to order 
them out of the way when they impeded the polkers, 
or dance bodily over them when they disobeyed. Still 
it must be said, in justice to him, that dancing was not 
his sole and all-absorbing pursuit. Having an active 
turn of mind and body, he found leisure for many other 
profitable amusements. He was fond of that noble 
animal the horse, gambled habitually, ate and drank 
luxuriously, — ^in short, burned his candle at a good 
many ends: but the dance was, though not his sole, 
certainly his fevourite passion; and he was never 
supremely happy but when he had all the chairs in the 
house arranged in a cii^cle, and all the boys and women 
of 'our set' going around them in the German cotillon, 
from noon to midnight at a (so-called) matinee, or from 
midnight to daybreak at a baU. 

' And now,' said Masters, ' I think my cousin Grerard 
must be up by this time; he and Edwards are gene- 
rally the last to come down to breakfast. Perhaps we 
shall find him at the ten-pin alley; I see the ladies are 
moving that way.' 

To the ten-pin alley they went. Down stairs, men 
were playing, coat off and cigar in mouth ; while others 
waited their turn, with feet distributed in various direc- 
tions. Above, all was decorum; the second story being 
appropriated to the ladies and their cavaliers. And 
very fond of the game the ladies were, for it afforded 
them an opportunity of showing off a handsome arm, 
and sometimes a neat ankle. Gerard was not there; 
they had to wait some time for alleys : altogether Mas- 
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ters was a Httle bored, and whispered to his friend that 
he meant to console himself by making a Httle sensation. 

*By your play?' asked Ashbumer. 

*No, but by taking off my coat.' 

' Why, really, considering the material of your coat, 
I think it might as weU be on as off. Surely you can't 
find it an impediment V 

* No, but I mean to take it off for fun, — just to give 
the people here something to talk about ; they talk so 
much about so little. They wiU be saying all over by 
to-morrow that Mr. Masters was in the ladies' room 
half-undressed.' 

Afber an hour's rolling, they turned hotel-wards 
again, and as they did so, a very spicy phaeton, with an 
equally spicy unicorn, a dark chesnut leading two light 
bays, drove up to the door. A taU, handsome man, 
handed out a rather pretty and very showily-dressed 
little woman; and Ashbumer recognised Gerard Lud- 
low. 

It was not the first time he had seen Grerard. They 
had travelled half over Greece together, having acci- 
dentally Mien upon the same route. As the Honourable 
Edward had all the national fear of compromising him- 
self and Gerard was as proud and reserved as any 
Englishman, they went on together for days without 
speaking, although the only Anglo-Saxons of the party. 
At last, Ludlow having capsized, horse and all, on a 
particularly bad road, Ashbumer took ;bhe liberty of 
helping to pick him up, and then they became very 
good friends. Gerard was at that time in the frill flush 
of youth and beauty, and the lion of the Italian capital 
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which he had made his head quaj^ters, where it was cur- 
rently reported that a certain very desirable countess had 
made desperate love to him, and that a rich nobleman 
(for there are some rich noblemen still left on the Con- 
tinent) had tried very hard to get the handsome 
foreigner for a son-in-law. Knowing this, and some 
other siTni1a.r stories about him, Ashbumer was a little 
curious to see Mrs. Ludlow, and confessed himself some- 
what disappointed in her : he found her rather pretty, 
and certainly not stupid; lively and agreeable in her 
manners, like most of her country-women ; but by no 
means remarkably distinguished either for beauty or 
wit. Masters explained to him that his cousin ' had 
married for tin.' 

* But Ludlow always talked of his father as a rich 
man, and his family as a small one. I should have 
supposed money about the last thing he would have 
married for.* 

* Yes, he had prospects of the best ; but he wanted 
ready money and a settled income. He was on a small 
allowance ; he knew the only way to get a handsome 
one was to marry, and that the more money his wife 
brought the more his father would come down with. 
So as Miss Hammersley had eight thousand aryear, 
old Ludlow trebled it ; and Gerard may bmld as many 
phaetons as he likes. I don't mean to say that the 
match is an uncongenial one, — ^they have many tastes 
alike ; but I do mean to say that love had nothing to 
do with it.' 

' WeU, I used to think that in your imsophisticated 
republican country, people married out of pure love; 
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but now it looks as if the fashionables, at least, marry 
for money about as often as we do.' 

*They don't marry for anything else,' replied 
Masters, using one of the slang phrases of the day.* 

While the two Mends were gossiping, Sumner and 
Le Koi had carried off the ladies ; and an assemblage 
of juvenile beaux and young girls, and some few 
of the younger married women, had extemporized a 
dance in the largest of the public parlours, which they 
kept up till two o'clock, and then vanished, — ^to dress, 
as it appeared, for the three o'clock dinner. Masters' 
party had obtained their apartments at last, — a, parlour 
and two bed-rooms for the ladies on the first floor, and 
chambers for the three men in the second story, of a 
recently built wing, popularly known as * the Colony,' 
where most of the gay bachelors, and not a few of the 
young married men, slept. At dinner the ladies pre- 
sented themselves as much dressed as they could be 
without being decoUetees; and the men had doffed their 
graas-cloth or linen garments, and put on dress-coats, 
or, at least, black coats. Ashbumer was a good looking 
young man enough, and had sufficient vanity to take 
notice, in the course of the morning, that he was an 
object of attention ; at dinner many looks were directed 
towards him, but with an expression of disappoint- 
ment which he did not exactly understand at the time, 
but afterwards learned the reason of &om his Mend. 



* This is the strongest American (slang) \vay of putting an 
afSrmation ; and, probably, the strongest instance of it on record is 
that of the Bowery boy, who, when asked by the clergyman, * Wilt 
thou have this woman ?' replied, ' I won't have any one else.' 
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Though making no pretensions to the title of exquisite 
he happened to have a very neat shooting-jacket, unex- 
ceptionable in material and fit ; and * our set/ having 
approved of this, were curious to see what sort of 
costmne he would display at dinner. When, therefore, 
he came to table, 

Ayec les memes bas et la meme cravate, 

and the shooting-jacket unchanged, they were visibly 
disappointed. Masters, to keep him in countenance, 
had retained his white coat, on the plea of its being 
most wanted then, as they were in the hottest part of 
the day, which excuse did not enable him to escape 
some hints from his sister-in-law, and a direct scolding 
from his wife. 

Our Englishman thought the dinner hardly worth so 
much dressing for. The dishes, so far as he had an 
opportunity of judging, were tolerably cooked; but 
their number was not at all proportionate to that of 
the guests, — ^in short, it was a decided case of short 
commons, and the waiters were scarce to match. There 
were but two parties well attended to. One was the 
£unily of an old gentleman from the South, who was 
part owner of the building, and who, besides this 
advantage, enjoyed the privilege of letting his daughter 
monopolize the piano of the public parlour half the 
day, to sing Italian oWgw shockingly out of tune, much 
to the disgust of the boarders generally, and especially 
of the dancing set, who were continually wanting the 
instrument themselves for polking purposes. The 
other was the reporters of The Sevo&r; who had a 
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choice collection of dishes and waiters always at their 
command. To be sure they had their end of the table 
to themselves, too, for not a person sat within three 
chairs of them on either side ; but this they, no doubt, 
accepted as a complimentary acknowledgment of their 
formidable reputation. Every one else was &mished. 
The married women grumbled, and scolded their hus- 
bands, — ^those convenient scapegoats of all responsi- 
bility; the young ladies tried to look very sentimental, 
and above aU such vulgar anxiety as that of meat and 
drink, but only succeeded in looking very cross; the 
men swore in various dialects at the waiters whenever 
they could catch them flying, and the waiters being 
used to it didn't mind it; and Ashbumer, as a recollec- 
tion of a former conversation flitted across his mind, 
could not help letting off a tu qiu>que at his Mend. 

' I say, Masters,' quoth he, * is this one of the hotels 
that are so much better than ours, and that our people 
ought to take a lesson froml' 

Harry looked half-a-dozen bowie-knives at him. 
Besides the natural irritation produced by hunger, h» 
wife and sister-in-law had been whipping him over 
each other's shoulders for the last half-hour, and now 
this last remark made him ready to boil over. For a 
few seconds his feice wore an expression positively 
dangerous, but in another moment the ridiculous side 
of the case struck him. With a good-humoured laugh 
he called for some wine— the only thing one was sure 
to get, as it was an extra, and a pretty expensive one, 
too, on the bills — and they drowned their hunger in a 
bumper of tolerable champagne. 
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The fact was, that the Bath Hotel had been a most 
excellent house three or four summers previous, and 
the ' enterprising and gentlemanly' landlord (to borrow 
an American penny-a-liner's phrase) haying made a 
fortune, as he deserved, had sold out his lease, with the 
goodwill and fixtures of the establishment, to Mr. 
Grabster. The latter gentleman was originally a 
respectable farmer and market-gardener in the vicinity 
of Oldport j and having acquired by his business a fair 
sum of money, was looking about for some speculation 
in which to invest it. He commenced his new pro- 
fession with tolerable good intentions, but having as 
much idea of keeping a hotel as he had of steering a 
frigate, and finding a balance against him at the end 
of the first season from sheer mismanagement, he had 
been endeavouring ever since to make up for it by 
screwing his guests in every way. People naturally 
began to complain. Two courses were open to hm — 
to improve his living, or to tip an editor to puff him. 
He deemed the latter course the cheaper, and bought 
TTie Sewer, which, while uttering the most fulsome 
adulation of everything connected with the Bath 
Hotel, frightened the discontented into silence through 
dread of its abuse. Ludlow, and some of jdtt other 
exclusives, had, in the beginning of the preseiTO season, 
contrived a remedy, which, for the time, was perfectly 
successful. They held a private interview with the 
cook, and made up a weekly contribution for him, on 
condition of their having the best of everything, and 
enough of it for dinner; and the waiters were similarly 
retained. For a time this worked to a marvel, and the 
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subscribers were as well fed as they could desire. But 
the other guests began to make an outcry against the 
aristocracy and exclusiveness of private dishes on a 
public table, and the servants soon hit upon a com- 
promise of their own, which was to take the money 
without rendering the quid pro quo. This, of course, 
soon put an end to the payments, and things were on 
the old starvation footing again. 

After dinner, everybody who had horses rode or 
drove. The roads about Oldport were heavy and 
sandy, and terrible work the dust made with the ladies' 
fine dresses and the gentlemen's fine coats. 

' Rather different from the drives about Baden-Baden, 
said Masters. 

'Yes; but I suppose we must console ourselves on 
moral grounds, and remember, that there we owe the 
beautiful promenades to the gambling-table, while here 
we are without the roads, and also without the play.' 

*Ah, but isn't there play here! only all suh rosd. 
Wait a while and you'll find out.' 

And Ashbumer did find out before many nights, 
when the footsteps and oaths of the young gamblers 
returning at four in the morning to their rooms in the 
' Coloi^ woke him out of his first sleep. After the 
drive, zesL — still at the tahle (Thote — and after tea, 
dressing for the ball, which this night was at the Belle- 
vue House, appropriately so-called from commanding 
a fine view of nothing. As the BeUevue was not a 
fashionable hotel (although the guests were sufficiently 
fed there), some of the exclusive ladies had hesitated 
about 'assisting' on the occasion; but the temptation 
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of a dance was too strong to be resisted, and they all 
ultimately went. Le Roi accompanied the Masters in 
the aU-accommodating Rockaway. The BeUevue had 
a ' colony,' too, in the second story of which was the 
ball-room. As they ascended the stairs, the lively 
notes of La Polka SempUemeUey composee pa/r Joaef 
Bungel, et dediee d, M. T, Ed/wa/rds, reached their ears; 
and hardly were they over the threshold when Edwards 
himself hopped up before them, and without other 
pre^e or salutation than a familiar nod, threw his arm 
round Mrs. Masters' waist, and swung her off in the 
dance; while Simmer, who had simultaneously pre- 
sented himself to Miss Vanderlyn, took sim il ar posses- 
sion of her. 

*Do you dancer 

* No, I thank you.' 

While Masters asked the question, Le Roi dived at 
a girl and whirled her away : almost before Ashbumer 
had answered it, his Mend shot away from him, making 
point at a young married lady in the distance; and his 
bow of recognition ended in the back-step of the polka, 
as the two went off together at a killing pace. In five 
seconds from the time of entrance, Ashbumer was left 
standing alone at one end of the room, and his com- 
panions were twirling at the other. For so ^^^ituated 
were the dancers to their fascinating exercise, that they 
were always ready to go at the word, like trained 
horses. And certainly the dancing was beautiful He 
had never seen gentlemen move so gracefully and dex- 
terously in a crowded room as these young Americans 
did. Le Roi and Lowenberg, who, by virtue of their 
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respective nationalities, were bound to be good dancers, 
looked positively awkward alongside of the natives. As 
to the ladies, thej glided, and swam, and realized all 
the so-often-talked-of-and-seldom-seen 'poetry of mo- 
tion.' Indeed Ashbumer thought they did it too welL 
He thought of Catiline's friend commemorated by Sal- 
lust, who ' danced better than became a modest woman.' 
He thought some of their displays were a little operatic, 
and that he had seen something like them at certain 
balls in Paris — not the balls of the Faubourg St. Grer- 
main. He thought that the historian's aphorism might 
be extended to the male part of the companJH — and 
that they danced better than became intelligent men. 
He thought — but as he prudently kept thoughts to 
himself, and as some of his foreign prejudice may have 
been at the bottom of them, we will not stop to record 
them all. By-and-bye there was a quadrille for the 
benefit of the million, during which the exclusives 
rested, and Ashbumer had ftdl opportimity of observ- 
ing them. The first thing that struck him was the 
extreme youth of the whole set, *and more especially of 
the masculine portion of it. Old men there were none. 
The old women, that is to say, the mammas and aunts, 
were stuck into comers out of the way, and no one 
took anj^otice of them. Hamilton Bell was quite an 
old beau by comparison — almost superannuated. Sumner 
would have been nearly off the books but for his very 
superior dancing. Even Masters seemed a middle-aged 
man compared with the majority of 'our set,' who 
averaged between hojs of seventeen and yoimg men of 
twenty-four. And the more juvenile the youth, the 
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larger and stiffer was his white tie. Some of these 
neck-fastenings were terrific to behold, standing out a 
foot on each side of the wearer. All the Joinvilles 
that Ashbiimer had ever seen, on all the gents in 
Liondon or elsewhere, &ded into insignificance before 
these portentous cravats. He could not help making 
some observation on this &fihion to Masters^ as he 
encoimtered him promenading with a &ir poUdste. 

* Did you ever notice the whiffle-trees of my team- 
trotting-waggon, how they extend on each side beyond 
the hubs of the wheels % They serve for feelers in a 
tight pMbej wherever you clear your whiffle-trees, you 
can clear your wheels; and these cravats are built on 
the same principle — ^wherever you clear your tie, you 
can clear your partner.' 

By one in the morning the democracy of the ball- 
room had had enough of four hours' dancing and look- 
ing on. ' Our set' was left in ftdl possession of the 
floor. Forthwith they seized upon all the chairs, and 
the interminable German cotillon commenced. It 
lasted two horn's — ^and how much longer Ashbumer 
could not tell. When he went away at three, the 
dancers looked very deliquescent, but gave no symptoms 
of flagging. And so ended his first day's experience of 
an American watering-place. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

LIFE AT A WATERING-PLACE. — THE LIONNK 

ONE day at Oldport Springs went off pretty much 
like another. There was the same continual whirl, 
and flurry, and toiling after plea£nire — ^never an hour 
of repose — scarcely enough cessation for the two or 
three indispensable meals. When they had valked, 
and flirted, and played ten-pins, and driven, and 
danced all day, and all night till two in the morning, 
the women retired to their rooms, and the men retired 
to the gambling-house (which being an iQegal establish- 
ment had, on that account, a greater charm in their 
eyes), and kept it up there till broad daylight; not- 
withstanding which, they always contrived to appear 
at breakfast a few hours after as fresh as ever, 
and ready to begin the same round of dissipation. 
Indeed, it was said that Tom Edwards and his most 
ardent followers among the boys never went to bed at all, 
but on their return from ' fightiag the tiger,' bathed, 
changed their liuen, and came down to the breakfest- 
room, taking the night's sleep for granted. It was a 
perpetual scene of excitement, relieved only by the 
heavy and calm figure of Summer, who, silent and 
unimpassioned, largely capacious of meat and drink, a 
recipient of every diversion, without being excited by 
ny, went through all the bowling, and riding, and 
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polking, and gambling, with the gravity of a cmnmis 
performing the national French dance at the Mabilla 
There was much rivalry in equipages, especially between 
Ludlow, Masters, and Lowenberg, who drove the three 
four-in-hands of the place, and emulated one another 
in horses, harness, and vehicles— even setting up 
attempts at liveries, in which they found some imita- 
tors (for you can't do anything in America^ however 
unpopular, without being imitated) ; and every horsey 
wagon, man-servant, and livery, belonging to every 
one, was duly chronicled in the Oldport correspon- 
dence of the Sewer and the Jacobin, which joumala 
were wont one day to Billingsgate the ^mushroom 
aristocracy of wealth,' and the next to play Jenkins 
for their glorification. Le Boi, who owned no horses, 
and had given up dancing as soon as he foimd that 
there were many of the natives who could out-danoe 
bim, and that the late hours were bad for his com- 
plexion, attached himself to any or every married lady 
who was at all distinguished for beauty or fortune; 
and then went about asking, with an ostentatious air 
of mystery — 'Ust-ce qu^cm pa/rle heomcoup de moi et 
Madame Gliose ^ Sometimes he deigned to turn aside 
for an heiress; and as he was a very amusing and 
rather ornamental man, the girls were always glad 
to have his company; but the good speculations took 
care not to fall in love with him, or to give binn suffi- 
cient encouragement (although a f^nchman does not 
require a great deal) to justify a declaration on his part. 
Perhaps the legend about the mutual-benefit-subscrip- 
tion dub hiurt his prospects, or it may have been his 
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limited success in dancing. The same reason — an 
much^ at least, as the assumed one of their vulgarity — 
kept Mr. Simpson, and other 'birds' of his set, out of 
the exclusive society. For dancing was the one great 
article in the code of the fashionables to which all 
other amusements or occupations were subordinate. 
There was a grand dress-ball once a-week at one or 
other of the hotels, and two undress-balls — hops they 
were called; but most of the exclusives went to these 
also in full dress, and both balls and hops usually 
lasted till three or four in the morning. Then on 
the off-nights ' our set ' got up their own little extem- 
pore balls in the large public parlour, to the music of 
some volunteer pianist, and when the weather was bad 
they danced in the same place all day; when it was 
good these informal matinees did not generally last 
more than two or three hours. Then there were 
serenades given about day-break, by young men who 
were tired of ' the tiger ' — ^nominally to some particular 
ladies, but virtually, of course, to the whole hotel, or 
nearly so — and the only music they could devise for 
these occasions were waltzes or polkas. Ashbumer 
made a calculation that, counting in the serenades, the 
inhabitants of Oldport were edified by waltz, polka, 
and redowa music (in those days the Schottiach was not), 
eleven hours out of the twenty-four daily. And at 
last, Y^en M. Monson, the CeUarius of New York, 
came down with various dancing-girls, native and 
imported, to give lessons to such aspiring young men 
as might desire it, first Mrs. Harrison and other 
women, who, though wealthy and well-known, were 
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not exactly 'of us,' used to drop in to look at the fun ; 
and, finally, all the exclusives, irresistibly attracted by 
the sound of fiddles and revolving feet, thronged the 
little room up-stairs^ where the dancing class was 
assembled, and from looking on, proceeded to join in 
the exercises. Ladies, beaux, and dancing-girls, were 
all mingled together, whirling and capering about in 
an apartment fifteen feet square, which hardly gave 
them room to pass one another. Masters was the only 
person who entered his protest against the proceeding. 
He declared it was a shame that his countrywomen 
should degrade themselves so before foreigners; but 
his expostulations were only laughed at: nor could 
he even persuade his wife and sister-in-law to quit the 
place, though he stalked off himself in high dudgeon, 
and wrote a letter to the Episcopal Bcmner, inveighing 
against the shameless dissipation of the watering-places. 
For Harry was on very good terms with the religious 
people in New York, and was professedly a religious 
man, and had some sort of idea that he mixed with 
the fashionables to do them good; which was much 
like what we sometimes hear of a parson who follows 
the hounds to keep the sportsmen from swearing, and 
about as successfdL Trying with all his might to serve 
God, and to live with the exclusives, he was in a feir 
way to get a terrible fall between two stools. 

Talking of religion brings us naturally to Sunday, 
which at Oldport was really required as a day of rest. 
But whether it would have been so or not is doubtful, 
only that the Puritan habits of the country made 
dancing on that day impossible. It was a violation of 
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public opinion^ and of tlie actual law of tlie land, which 
no one cared to attempt. The fisishionables were thus 
left almost without resource. The young men went off 
to dine somewhere in the vicinity, not unfrequently 
taking with them some of M. Monson's dancing-girls; 
the married men, and the women generally, were in a 
sad state of listlessness. Some of them literally went 
to bed and slept for the rest of the week; others, in 
very despair of something to do, went to church and 
fell asleep there. Ashbumer took adyantage of the lull 
to fill up his journal, and put down his observations on 
the society about him, in which he had remarked some 
striking peculiarities, apart &om the dancing mania 
and other outward and open characteristics. 

The first thing that surprised hun was the great 
number of misunderstandings and quarrels existing 
among the not very large number of people who com- 
posed the fashionable set. They seemed to quairel 
with their relatives in preference, as a matter of course, 
and to admit strangers very readily to the privilege of 
relatives. The Bobinsons were at feud with all their 
cousiDs; Masters with most of his, except Ludlow. 
Ludlow, Bell, Sumner, every man he knew, had his set 
of private enemies, with whom he was not on speaking 
or bowing terms. Mrs. Harrison, who was very 
friendly to most of the men, scarcely spoke to a single 
woman in the place; but this was^ perhaps, only 
carrying the war into Africa^ as the ladies of ' our set' 
generally had intended not to recognise her as one of 
them. These numberless feuds made it very difficult 
to arrange an excursion, or get up a dioner at the 
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resta/u/roM of a 'coloured gentleman,' whose timely 
settlement in Oldport had enabled Mr. Grabster's guests 
to escape in some measure the pangs of hunger. On 
studying the causes of these disagreeable hostilities, 
he found that, among relatives, they were ofben caused 
by disputes upon money matters; that between persona 
not related they frequently sprung from the most trivial 
sources — ^frivolous points of etiquette, petty squabbles 
at cards, imaginary jealousies — ^but that in both cases 
the majority of them could be traced to the all-pervading 
spirit of scandal His purely intellectual education, if 
it had not made him somewhat of a misogynist, had at 
lea^ prevented hixa ^xn gaining any aTl know- 
ledge or appreciation of women : he set them down en 
masse as addicted to gossip, and was not surprised to 
find in the American ladies what he assumed as a charac- 
teristic of the whole sex. But he was surprised to find 
the same quality so prevalent among the men. Kot 
that they were in the habit of killing reputations, to 
give themselves hormes forfnimes, as Frenchmen might 
have done under similar circumstances; their de&ma- 
tory gossip was more about men than about women, 
and seemed to arise partly from a general disbelief in 
virtue, and partly from inability to maintain an inter- 
ee^ng'conveition on other thJpeW topic And 
though much of this evil speakmg was evidently 
prompted by personal enmities, much also of it seemed 
to originate in no hostile feeling at all; and it was this 
that particularly astonished Ashbumer, to find men 
speaking disparagingly of their friends — those who were 
so in the real sense of that much-abused term. Thus 
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there could be no reasonable doubt that the cousmct, 
Masters and Ludlow, were much attached to each other^ 
and fond of each other's society ; that either would have 
been ready to take up the other's quarrel, or endorse 
his notes^ had circumstances required it. Yet Hany 
could never refrain from laughing before third parties 
at Gerard's ignorance of books, and making him the 
hero of all the Mrs. Malaprop-isms he could pick up or 
invent ; or, as we have seen, speakmg very disrespect- 
fully of the motives which had led him to commit 
matrimony ; and Gerard was not slow to make corres- 
ponding comments on various foibles of Harry. But 
the spirit of detraction was most ftdly developed in men 
who were not professionally idle, but had, or professed 
to have, some little business on hand. Of this class was 
Arthur Sedley, an old acquaintance and groomsman of 
Masters, and a barrister — (they are beginning to talk 
about barristers now in New York, though it is a divi- 
sion of labour not generally recognised in the country) — 
of some small practice. Really well-educated, weU-read, 
and naturally clever, his cleverness and knowledge were 
vastly more disagreeable than almost any amount of 
ignorance or stupidity could have been. When he cut 
up right and left every man or woman who came on the 
tapis, his sarcasms were so neatly pointed that it was 
impossible to help laughing with him; but it was 
equally impossible to escape feeling that, as soon as your 
back was turned, he would be laughing at you. Kiches 
and rich people were the commonest subject of his 
sneera, yet he lost no opportunity of toadying a pro- 
fitable counexion, and was always supposed to be on 
the look-out for some heiress. 
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The next thing which made Ashbiimer marvel -was 
the extreme youth of the &shionable set^ particularly 
the male portion of it; or, to speak more critically, the 
way in which the younger members of the set had sup- 
pressed their elders, and constituted themselves the 
society. A middle-aged man, particularly if, like Low- 
enberg, he happened to be rich, might be admitted to 
terms of equality, but the papas and Tnammas were 
absolutely set aside, and became mere formulas and 
appendages. The old people were nowhere; no one 
looked after their comfort in a crowd, or consulted them 
about any arrangement till after the arrangement was 
made. They had no influence and no authority. "When 
Miaa Friskin rode a wild colt bareheaded through the 
streets of Oldport, or danced the redowa with little 
Kobinson in so very chdtea/uHrouge a style that even 
Mrs. Harrison turned away, poor Mrs. Friskin could 
interpose no impediment to the young lady's amusement ; 
and even her £skther, the respected senior of the wealthy 
firm, Friskin and Co., who must have heard &om afar 
of his daughter's vagaries (for all these things were 
written in the note-book of the Sewer), seemed never 
to have dreamed of the propriety or possibility of 
coming up to Oldport to put a stop to them. When 
Tom Edwards was squandering his fortime night afler 
night at the &ro-table, and his health day after day in 
ceaseless dissipation, there was no old Mend of his 
family who dared to give him advice or warning, for 
there was none to whose advice or warning he would 
have listened. Once when Ashbumer was conversing 
with Masters on some subject which brought on a 
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reference to this inverse order of things, the ketter 
gave his explanation of it, which was to this effect : — 

' The number of foreigners among ns, either travel- 
ling for pleasure or settled for purposes of business, is 
so great, that they become an appreciable element in 
our society. It is, therefore, requisite that a fashion- 
able should be able to associate easily with foreigners; 
and for this it is necessary that he or she should have 
some knowledge of foreiga cartomfl and langnages, and, 
in the first place, of the French language. Kow, if we 
go back a generation, we shall find that the men of 
that day were not educated to speak FrencL €ro into 
the Senate Chamber at Washington, for instance, and 
you wiU not meet with many of the honourable 
senators who can converse in the recognised language 
of courts. Many of our most distinguished statesmen 
and dvpUmwAs can speak no tongue but their own. 
And to descend to private life, with which we have 
more particularly to do, when a foreigner presents him- 
self with his letters at the dwelling of an old city 
merchant or professional man^ it is generally the 
younger branches of the fiunily who are called on 
to amuse him and play interpreters for the rest. This 
gives the young people a very decided advantage over 
their elders, and it is not surprising that they have 
become a little vain of it. And similarly with regard 
to foreign dresses, dances, cookery, and habits generally. 
The young men, having been the latest abroad, are the 
freshest and best informed in these things. It does 
not require any great experience or wisdom to master 
them, only some personal grace and aptitude for imita- 
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tion to staxt with, and an a/plomb to whicli ignorance 
is more conducive than knowledge. Hence the standard 
of excellence has become one of superficial accomplish- 
ment, and the man of matured mind who enters into 
competition with these handsome, showy, and illiterate 
boys, puts himself at a discount. Look at Lowenberg. 
All his literary acquirements and artistic tastes (and 
he really has a great deal of both) go for nothing. The 
Httle beaux can speak nearly as many languages as he 
can, and dance and dress better. The only thing they 
can appreciate about him is his money, and the horses 
and dinners consequent thereon. If little Robinson, there, 
with his ne plus vUra tie and varnished shoes, were to 
have the same fortune left him to-morrow, he would be 
the better man of the two^ because he can polk better, 
and because, being neither a married man nor the 
agent of a respectable house, he can gamble and do 
other things which Lowenberg's position does not 
allow him to do.' 

This was a great confession for Masters to make 
against the country; nevertheless, it was not perfectly 
satisfactory to Ashbumer, who thought that it did not 
explain all the phenomena of the case. It seemed to 
him that there was at work a radical spirit of insub- 
ordination, and a principle of overturning the formerly 
recognised order of domestic rule. The little children 
ate and drank what they liked, went to bed when they 
liked, and altogether were very independent of their 
natural rulers. Masters' boy rode rough-shod over his 
nurse, bullied his mother, and only deigned to mind 
his father occasionaUy. The wives ruled their hus- 
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bands despotically, and acted as if they bad taken out 
a patent for ayenging the inferiority of their sex in 
other parts of the world. Masters did not like dancing: 
he only danced at all because he thought it his business 
to know a little of eyerything, and because society 
thought it the duty of eyery young man who was not 
lame to understand the polka. But his wife kept him 
going at eyery ball for sLk hours, during fiye of which 
he was bored to death. Ludlow, whose luxurious 
liying made yiolent exercise necessaiy for his health, 
and who, therefore, delighted in fencing, bosdng, and 
' constitutionals ' that would haye tired a Cantab, was 
made to driye about Mrs. Ludlow all day till he hated 
the sight of his own horses. As to Mrs. Harrison, she 
treated her husband, when h6 made his appearance at 
Oldport (which was not yeiy often) as unceremoniously 
as one would an old trunk, or any other piece of 
baggage which is neyer aJluded to or taken notice 
of except when wanted for immediate use. 

Ashbumer first met this lady a yeiy few days after 
his arriyal at Oldport; indeed, she was so conspicuous 
a figure in the place that one could not be there long 
without taking notice of her. About mid-day there 
was usually a brief interval between the ten-pin bowl- 
ing and the informal dance; and during one of these 
pauses he perceived on the smoking-piazza^ where ladies 
seldom ventured, a well-dressed and rather handsome 
woman smoking a cigarette, and surrounded by a group 
of beaux of all sizes, &om men like Bell and Sumner to 
the little huge-cravated boys in their teens. She num- 
bered in her train at least half-a-dozen of these cavaliers, 
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and was playing them off against one another and 
managing them all at onoe, as a circus-rider does his 
four horses, or a juggler his four balls. In a country 
where beauty is the rule rather than the exception, she 
was not a remarkable beauty — at least she did not 
appear such to Ashbumer, from that distance ; nor was 
her dress, though sufficiently elegant and becoming, 
quite so artistically put on as that of Mrs. Masters and 
the other belles of the set; still there was clearly some- 
thing yeiy attractive and striking about her, and he 
was immediately induced to inquire her name, and, on 
learning that she was a real lady (though not of ' our 
set' of ladies), to request an introduction to her. But 
Masters, to whom he first applied, instead of jumping 
at the opportunity with his usual readiness to execute 
or anticipate his friend's wishes, boggled exceedingly, 
and put off the introduction under frivolous and 
evidently feigned pretences. It was so uncommon for 
Masters to show any diffidence in such matters, and his 
whole air said so plainly, ' I wiU do this out of friend- 
ship for you if you wish it, but for my own part I 
would rather not,' that Ashbumer saw there was some* 
thing in the wind, and let the subject drop. Ludlow, 
to whom he next had recourse, told him, with the 
utmost politeness, but in very decided terms, that ' his 
&inily' (he was carefrd not to insist on his own per- 
sonality in the affidr) ' had not the honour of Mrs. 
Harrison's acquaintance.' The next man who happened 
to come along was Mr. Simpson, and to him Ashbumer 
made application, thinking that, perhaps, the £ur 
smoker might more properly belong to the ' second set, 
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though SO surrounded by the beaux of the first. But 
even Simpson, though the last man in the world to be 
guilty of any superfluous delicacy, hesitated very much, 
and made some allusion to Mrs. Simpson; and then 
Ashbumer began to comprehend the real state of the 
case, — ^that most of the married women had declared 
war against Mrs. Harrison, that she had retaliated upon 
them all, and that the husbands were drawn into their 
wives' quarrels, and obliged to fight shy of her before 
Btranger& It was clear, then, that he must apply to a 
bachelor; and accordingly he waylaid Sumner, who 
' was too happy' to introduce him at once in due form. 

As Ashbumer came up to Mr& Harrison she began 
to play off her eyes at him, and he then perceived that 
they constituted her chief beauty. They were of that 
deep blue which, in certain lights, passes for black, — 
large, expressive, and piercing, — ^the sort of eyes that 
go right through a man and look him down to nothiog. 
Indeed, they had such an effect on him that he lost all 
distinctive idea of her other features. Her manner, 
too, had sometlung very attractive, though he could not 
have defined wherein it consisted. She did not exhibit 
the empressement with which most of her country- 
women seek to put a stranger at his ease at once; or 
the exigence of a spoiled lady .waiting to be amused; or 
the haughtiness of a great lady, who does not care if 
she is amused herself and deigns no effort to amuse 
others. Neither did she attack him with raillery and 
irony, as Mrs. Masters had done on their first meeting. 
But she behaved as if she were used to seeing men like 
Ashbumer every day of her life, and was willing to 
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meet them Iialf way and be agreeable to them, if they 
were so to her, "without taking any particular trouble, 
for there was no appearance of effort to please, or even 
of any strong desire to please, in her words and gestures; 
yet she did please and attract very decidedly. 

^ So I saw you in Mrs. Harrison's train i' said Mas- 
ters, when they next met. 

'Yes, and I &ncy I know why you hesitated to 
introduce me.' 

As Ashbumer spoke he glanced towards the parlour, 
where ' our set' — ^Mrs. Masters, of course, conspicuous 
among them — ^were engaged in their ordinary occu- 
pation of dancing. 

'Oh, I assure you, madame is not disposed to be 
jealous, nor am I a man to take part in women's quar- 
rels. I don't like the lady myself to begin with; and 
were I a bachelor, should have as little to say to her as 
I have now. In the first place she is too old ^ 

' Too old ! she cannot be thirty.' 

' Of course a lady never is thirty, until she is ^fty, 
at least ; but at any rate I may say, without sacrilege, 
that Mrs. H. is pretty high up in the twenties. Now 
at that age a woman ought — ^not to give up society, 
that would be an absurdity in the other extreme, but — 
to leave the romping dances and the young men to the 
girls, who want them more and whom they become 
better. Then I don't like her fece. You must have 
taken notice that all the upper part of it is fine and 
intellectual, and she has glorious eyes * 

' Yes,' said Ashbumer. 

* But all the lower part is heavy and over-sensuous. 
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Now, not only does this, in my opinion, entirely dis- 
figure a woman's looks, but it suggests unpleasant ideas 
of her character. A man may have that ponderous 
chin and voluptuous mouth, without their disturbing 
the harmony of an otherwise handsome face. I do not 
think a woman can; and as in the physical so in the 
moral A man can stand a much greater amount of 
sensuousness in his composition than a woman. I do 
not mean to aUude to the different standards of morality 
for the two sexes .admitted by society ; for I don't 
admit it, and think it very unjust; and I am proud to 
say that our people generally entertain more virtuous 
as well as more equitable views on this point than the 
Europeans. I mean literally that a man having so 
many opportunities for leading an active life, and being 
able to reason himself into or out of -a great many 
things to or from which a woman's only guide is her 
feelings^ may be very sensuous without its doing any 
positive harm to himself or others; but with a woman^ 
who is compelled to lead a comparatively idle Hfe, such 
an element predominating in her character is sure to 
bring her into mischief' 

' Do you mean to say, then, that \ and Ash- 
burner stopped short, but his look implied the remainder 
of his interrupted question. 

* Do you ask me from a personal motive V 

Ashbumer coloured, and was proceeding to disclaim 
any such motive with an air of iujured innocence. 

' No, I don't mean anything of the sort,' said Mas- 
ters, who felt that he had gone rather too hi, and 
might unintentionally have slandered his countrywoman. 
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* I believe the lady is as pure as — as my "wife, or any one 
else. The number of her beaux, and the equality with 
which she treats them, prove conclusively to my mind 
that her flirting never runs into anything worse. I 
don't think a woman rons any danger of that kind 
when she has such a lot of cavaliers; they keep watch 
on her, and on one another. I remember when my 
brother lived in town, he once was away from home for 
two or three weeks, and when he came back an old 
maid who Hved in his street, and used to keep religious 
watch over the goings-out and comings-in of every one 
in the vicinity, said to him, ' How very gay your wife 
is, Mr. Masters 1 she has been walking with a different 
gentleman every day smce you were gone.' * Dear mel' 
says Carl; 'a different man every day! How glad I 
am ! If you had told me she was walking with the 
8a/me man every day I might have been a little scared.' 
But a woman may be perfectly chaste herself, and yet 
cause a great deal of unchasteness in other people. 
Here is this Mrs. Hiarrison, smoking cigarettes — and 
cigars, too, sometimes, in the open air — drinking grog 
at night, and sometimes in the morning; letting Tom 
Edwards and the foolish boys who imitate him talk 
slang to her without putting them down; always ready 
for a walk or drive with the last handsome young man 
who has arrived; and utterly ignoring her husband^ 
except when she makes some slighting mention of him 
for not sending her money enough; — ^what is the effect 
of all this upon the meni The foreigners — ^there are 
plenty of them here every season ; I wonder there are 
so few this time: instead of one decent Frenchman 
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like Le "Roi, yon usually find balf-a-dozen dkreputable 
ones; Englishmen many, not always of the best sort; 
Gennans^ Iliissians, and Spaniards, occasional; — ^they 
all inclined to look upon her— especially considering 
her belligerent attitude towards tbe rest of the female 
population — as something trea-leg^rey and to attempt 
to go a little too &r with her. Then she puts them 
down £Eist enough, and they in spite say things about 
her, the discredit of which extends to our ladies 
generally — in short, she exposes the country before 
foreigners. Then for the natiyes, she catches some 
poor boy just loose upon the world, dances with, 
flatters him — ^for she has a knack of flattering people 
without seeming to do so, especially by always appear- 
ing to take an interest in what is said to her, — keeps 
hiTTi dangling about her for a while ; then some day he 
says or does something to make a fool of himself, and 
she extinguishes him. The man gets a check of this 
sort at his entry into society that is enough to make 
him a misogynist for lifa And the little scenes that 
she used to get up last summer with married men, just 
to make their wiyes jealous ! ' 

' Which, I suppose, is the reason none of your wives 
wiU let you speak to her?' said Ashbumer, who began 
to feel, he hardly knew why, a sentiment of partizan- 
ship for Mrs. Harrison. ' But granting that her face, 
as you describe it, is an index of her character, I should 
draw from that exactly the opposite inference. I 
beheve that the women who make mischief in the 
way you mention are your xmsensuous and passionless 
ones — ^that the perfect flirt, single or married, must be 
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a perfectly cold woman, 'because it is only one of such 
a temperament who can thus trifle with others without 
danger to herself. I speak hesitatingly, for aU women 
are a mystery, and my experience is as yet very 
limited; but such opportunities of observation as have 
fidlen to my lot confirm me in the theory.' 

Somewhat to Ashbumer's surprise, his Mend made 
no attempt to controvert his argument. He only 
turned it aside, saying, — 

' Well, I don't like her, at any rate. If I had no 
other reason, the way she talks of her husband would 
be enough to make me.' 

' Oh, there is a Mr. Harrison, then ? One hears so 
little of him ^ 

^ And sees so nothing of him, you may say.' 

^ Exactly — ^that I took him for a mythological per- 
sonage—a cousin of our Mrs. Harris.' 

^ Nevertheless I assure you Mr. Harrison exists very 
decidedly — a Wall Street speculator, and well-known 
as such by business people; a capital man behind a 
trotter, an excellent judge of wine. Probably he will 
come here £rom the city once or twice before we leave, 
and I shall find an opportunity to introduce you to 
him, for he is really worth knowing and considerable 
of a man, as we say — ^no fool at all, except in the 
way he lets his wife bidly him.' 

' If he made an unsuitable match that does not show 
his wisdom conspicuously.' 

^It was an unsuitable match, enough. Heaven 
knows ? But .when he proposed he was in the state of 
mind in which sensible people do the most foolish 

L 
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things. He was a great man in stocks — controlled the 
market at one time— had been buying largely just 
before the election of '44, when we all expected Heniy 
Clay would get in with plenty to spare. When Polk 
was elected, great was the terror of all respectable 
citizens. My brother caught such a fright then that 
I don't think he has &irly recovered from it to this 
day. How the stocks did tumble down ! Harrison 
had about nine millions on his hands; he couldn't keep 
such a fond, and was forced to sell at any price, and 
lost just one-third. Just as he was beginning to pick 
himself up after the shock, and wonder, like the sailor 
whom the conjuror blew up, what was to come next, 
Mr. Whitey, of the Jacobin, now the Honourable 
Pompey Whitey — and one doesn't see why he shouldn't 
be, for after all an editor is not, generally speaking, a 
greater blackguard than most of our Congress-men — 
Whitey, I say, who for our sins is nominally attached 
to the Conservative party, conceived the bright idea oi 
overbidding the enemy for popular fovour, and pro- 
posed — no, he didn't actually propose in so many 
words, but only strongly hinted at the desirableness of 
the measure — ^that there should be no more paying 
rent, and a general division of property. I am not 
sure but there were some additional suggestions on the 
expediency of abolishing the Christian religion and the 
institution of matrimony, but that has nothing to do 
with politics. This last drop in the bucket quite over- 
flowed poor Harrison; so, as if he had said to himseli^ 
' Let us eat and drink and get married, for to-morrow 
we shall have a proscription and -novm tabvlcB^ he. 
rushed off and proposed to Miss Lewison.' 
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* Then, if she accepted him after he lost his fortune, 
it shows she did not marry for money, at any rate.' 

* There you have missed it. He lost the whole of a 
fortune, but not the whole of his. He must have a 
million of dollars left, and a man with that is not poor 
in any country — certainly it was a great catch for Miss 
Lewison, without a red cent of her own. She jilted a 
Frenchman for him: the unfortunate, or fortunate 
cast-off had ordered much jewellery and other wedding 
presents, and when left in the lurch he quietly proposed 
that, as he had no longer any use for the articles, 
Harrison, who had, should take them off his hands; 
and this offer was accepted. Very French in him to 
make it — don't you think so? — ^and rather American 
in the other to take it. WeU, I hope Harrison will 
come this way soon; I should really like you to know 
him.' 

One or two days after this conversation Ashbumer 
met his Mend walking up and down the interminable 
piazza of the Bath Hotel, arm-in-arm with a middle- 
aged man, who presented as great a contrast to Masters' 
usual associates, and to Masters himself, as could well 
be imagined. The new-comer was short iu stature and 
square-built, rather ugly, and anything but graceful; 
he wore very good clothes, but they were badly put on, 
and looked as if they had never undergone the brush 
since leaving the tailor's hands; he wore no gloves, 
and in short had altogether an unfashionable appear- 
ance. But though indubitably an imfashionable man, 
he did not give you the impression of a vulgar one ; 
there was nothing snobbish or pretentious in his 

L 2 
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Ugliness, and his cayemous black eye conld have 
belonged only to an intelligent and able man. Masters 
was joking or pressing him upon some matter which 
he seemed unwilling to explain. 

* But do tell me/ said Harry, as they passed Ash- 
burner, *what Aflwe you been doing to yourself? 
Sprained your finger by working too hard the night 
before last packet day? or tumbled down from running 
too fest in Wall Street, and not thinking which way 
you were going V And he took in his own delicate 
white hand the rough paw of the stranger, which was 
partly bound up as if suffering from some recent 
injury. 

* If you must know,' said the other, stopping short 
in his walk, * I broke my knuckles on an Irish hack- 
man's teeth. Last week the fellow drove me from the 
North River boat to my house in Union Square, and 
I offered him seventy-five cents. He was very insolent, 
and demanded a dollar. If I had had a dollar-note 
about me I might have given it him, but it happened 
that I had only the six shillings in change; and so, 
knowing that was two shillings more than his legal 
fare, I became as positive as he. At last he seized my 
trunk, and then I could not resist the temptation of 
giving him a leffc-hander that sent him clean down the 
steps into the gutter.' 

^And then V 

'He made a great bawling, and was beginning to 
draw a crowd about the house, when I walked off to 
the nearest police-station; and as it turned out that 
my gentleman was known as a troublesome character. 
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they threatened to take away his licence and have him 
sent to Blackwell's Island if he didn't keep quiet : so 
he was too glad to make himself scarce.' 

* By Jove, you deserve a testimonial fix>m the city ! 
I once got twenty dollars damages from an omnibus- 
driver for running into my brougham, knocking off a 
wheel, and dumping my wife and child into the street ; 
and I thought that it was a great exploit; but this 
performance of yours throws me into the shade.' 

Just then Masters caught sight of Ashbumer, and 
excusing himself to the other, rushed up to him. 

* Let me tell you now, before I forget it. We are 
•going over to the glen to-morrow to dine, and in £eict 
spend the day there. YouTl come, of course V 

'With great pleasure,' said Ashbumer; 'but pray 
don't let me take you away from your friend.' 
' Oh, that's only Harrison.' 

* We' meant, of course, our set, with such foreign 
lions as the place afforded, foremost among whom stood 
Ashbumer and Le BoL Masters, Ludlow, and some 
of the other married men undertook to arrange it, 
always under the auspices of the Bobinsons. * 

These Bobinsons were evidently the leaders in every 
movement of the fafihionables, but why they were so 
was not so clear — at least, to Ashbumer, though he had 
abundant opportunities of studying the whole feimily. 
There was a fsither in some kind of business, who occu- 
pied the usual position of New York fathers; that is to 
say, he made the money for the rest of the femily to 
spend, and showed himself at Oldport once a fortnight 
or so — ^possibly to pay the biUs. There was a mother, 
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stout and good-hmnoured, rather vulgar, very fiissy, 
and no end of a talker : she always reminded Ashbumer 
of an ex-lady-mayoress. There were three or four 
young men, sons and cousins, with the usual amount of 
white tie and the ordinary dexterity in the polka; and 
two daughters, both well out of their teens. The 
knowing ones said that one of these young ladies was 
to have six thousand a-year by her grandfiither's will, 
and the other little or nothing; but it was not generally 
understood which was the heiress, and the old lady 
manoeuvred with them as if both were. This fact, how- 
ever, was not sufficient to account for their rank as 
belles, since there were several other girls in their circle 
quite as well, or better off. Nor had their wit or talent 
any share in giving them their position; on the con- 
trary, people used to laugh at the betisea of the Robin- 
sons, and make them the butt of real or imaginary good 
stories. And, in point of birth, they were not related 
to the Van Homes, the Masters, the Yanderlyns, or 
any of the old Dutch settlers; nor, like Bell, Ludlow, 
and others of their set, sprung from the British families 
ofi'long standing in the city. On the very morning of 
the proposed excursion, Sedley was sneering at them 
for pa/irvenu8y and trying to amuse Ashbumer at their 
expense with some ridiculous stories about them. 

*And yet,' said the Englishman, 'these people are 
your leaders of fashion. You can't do anything without 
them. They are the head of this excursion that we are 
just going upon. Masters tells me ' the Robinsons are 
to be there,' as if that settled the propriety and desira^ 
bility of my being there also.' 
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' As to that,' replied Sedley, ' fashionable society is a 
vast absurdity anywhere, and it is only natural that 
absurd people should be at the head of it. The Robin- 
sons want to be fashionable — ^it is their only ambition — 
they try hard for it; and it is generally the case that 
those who devote themselves to any pursuit have some 
success in it, and only right that it should be so. Then 
they are hopelessly good-natured folks, that you can't 
insult or quarrel with.' Sedley had so little of this 
quality himself that he looked on the possession of it as 
a weakness rather than a virtue. ' Then they are very 
fond of good living.' 

' Yes, I remember hearing Masters say that he always 
liked to feed Mrs. Bobinson at a ball, — ^it was a perfect 
pleasure to see her eat; and that when Lowenberg, in 
the pride of his heart, gave a three-days' dejeCim^fr^ or 
lunch, or whatever it was, after his marriage, she was 
seen there three times each day.' 

' And he might have told you that they are as liberal 
of their own good things aa fond of those of others. 
Old Bobinson has some first-rate Madeira, better by a 
long chalk than that Yanderlyn Sercial that Harry 
Masters is always cramming down your throat — ^meta- 
phorically, I mean, not literally. The young men like 
to drop in there of an evening, for they are sure to find 
a good supper and plenty of materials ready for punch 
and polka. Then they always manage to catch the 
newest Hons. When I first saw you in their carriage 
alongside of Miss Julia, I said to myself ' That Eng- 
lishman must be somebody, or the Robinsons would 
not have laid hold of him so soon.' But their two 
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seasons in Paris were the making of them, — and the 
mmiaking, too, in another sense; for they ate such a 
hole in their fortun&-M)r, rather, their French guests 
did for them — ^that it has never recovered its original 
dimensions to this day. They took a grand hotel, and 
gave magnificent balls, and filled their rooms with the 
Parisian aristocracy. My xmcle, who is an habUtie of 
Paris, was at the Jockey Club one day, and heard two 
exquisites talking about them. ' ConmoMseshvoua ee 
MonsieiiO' Rdbmson t* asked on& ^ Bst^e qys je le 
cormau P replied the other, shrugging his shoulders. 
^ Je mamge ses diners, je danse d aea bals; v^Uk Umt^ 
Voil^ taut, indeed I That is just aU our people get by 
keeping open house for foreigners.' 

Just then Masters and Ludlow came up, the former 
imder much excitement, and the latter in a sad state of 
profanity. As they both insisted on talking at once, 
it was some time before either was intelligible; at 
length Ashbumer made out that the excursion had met 
with a double check. In the first place, all the bache- 
lors had demanded that Mrs. Harrison should be of the 
party, in which they were sustained by Lowenberg^ 
who, though partly naturalized by his marriage, still 
considered himself sufficiently a stranger to be above 
all spirit of clique. AU the other married men had 
objected, but the Harrisonites ultimately carried their 
point. Of the two principal opponents, Ludlow was 
fairly talked off his feet by the voluble patois of Low- 
enberg, and Masters completely put down by the 
laconic and inflexible Sumner. So &r so bad, but 
worse was to foUow; for after the horses had been 
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ordered, and most of the ladies, mcludiBg the Robin- 
sons, bonneted and shawled for the start, the licmne^ 
who had, doubtless, heard of the imsuccessfiil attempt 
to blackball her, and wished to make a farther trial of 
her power, suddenly professed a headache, whereupon 
her partizans almost unanimously declared that, as she 
couldn't go, they didn't want to go; and thus the 
whole afi^r had &Ilen through. Such was the sub- 
stance of their melancholy intelligence, which they had 
hardly finished coiomunicating when a dea ex rnachma 
appeared in the person of Mrs. Masters. She declared 
that it was ^a shame,' and Hoo bad,' and she 'had 
never,' &c.; and brought her remarks to a practical 
conclusion by vowing that she would go, at any rate, 
whoever chose to stay with that woman; 'and if no 
one else goes with us Fm sure Mr. A^bumer will :' at 
which Ashbumer was fiiin to express his readiness to 
foUow her to the end of the world, if necessary. Then 
she followed up her advantage by sending a message to 
Sumner, which took him captive immediately; and as 
she was well seconded by the Robinsons, who on their 
part had brought over Le Roi, the party was soon reor- 
ganized pretty much on its original footing. When 
the cause of all the trouble found herself likely to be 
left in a minority, her headache vanished immediately, 
in time for her to secure beaux enough to fill her 
barouche, and Mr. Harrison was put into a carriage 
with the musicians. Mrs. Masters' vehicle was equally 
well fiUed; and Harry, who, by his wife's orders, and 
much against his own will, had lent his wagon and 
ponies to a young Southerner that was doing the 
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amiable to Miss Yanderlyn, had nothing left for it bat 
to go on horseback; in which Ashbumer undertook to- 
join hJTn, having heard that there was a good bit of 
turf on the road to the glen. 

' If you go that way/ said Mrs. Robinson, when he 
announced his intention, * you will have another com- 
panion. Mr. Edwards means to ride.' 

Ashbumer had seen Edwards driving a magnificent 
trotter about Oldport, but could not exactly fency him 
outside of a horse, and conjectured that he would not 
make quite so good a figure as when leading the redowa 
down a long ball-room. But the hero of the dance was 
not forthcoming for some time, so they mounted, Mas- 
ters his pet Charlie, and the Englishman the best horse 
the stables of Oldport could furnish, which it is hardly 
necessary to say was not too good a one, and were leav- 
ing the village leisurely to^ give the carriages a good 
start of them, when they heard close behind the patter 
of a light-stepping horse, and the next moment Tom 
Edwards ranged up alongside. The little man rode a 
bright bay mare, rising above fifteen hands, nearly full- 
blooded, but stepping steadily and evenly, without any 
of that fidget and constant change of gait which renders 
so many blood-horses anything but agreeable to ride, and 
carrying her head and tail to perfection. He wore 
white cord trousers, a buff waistcoat, and a very natty 
white hair-cloth cap. •His coat was something between 
a summer sack and a cutaway, — ^the colour, a rich green 
of some peculiar and indescribable shade. His spurs 
were very small, but highly polished ; and, instead of a 
whip, he carried a little red cane with a carved ivory 
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head. In his inarvelloiiflly-fittiiig white buckskin glove 
. he managed a rein of some mysterious substance that 
looked like a compound of indian-rubber and sea-weed. 
He sat his mare beautifully — with a little too much 
aim at effect, perhaps ; but gracefully and firmly at the 
same time. Ashbumer glanced at his own poor beast 
and wished for Daredevil, whose antics he had frequently 
controlled with great success at Devilshoof ; and Mas- 
ters could not help looking a little mortified, for Charlie 
was not very well off for taD, and had recollections of 
his harness-days, which made him drop his head at 
times, and pidl like a steam-engine; besides which, 
Harry — partly, perhaps, from motives of economy, 
partly, as he said, because he thought it snobbish to 
ride in handsome toggery — always mounted in the 
oldest clothes he had, and with a weU-used bridle and 
saddle. But there was no help for it now, so off the 
three went together at a fair trot, and soon overtook 
most of the party, Edwards putting his spurs into the 
bay mare and showing off her points and his horseman- 
ship at every successive vehicle they passed. 

The piece of turf which Masters had promised his 
friend was not quite so smooth as Newmarket heath, 
but it was more than three-quarters of a mile long^ and 
sufficiently level to be a great improvement on the 
heavy and sandy road. So unaccustomed, however, are 
Americans to 'riding on grass,' that Edwards could not 
be persuaded to quit the main path until Masters had 
repeatedly challenged him to a trot on the green. As 
soon as the two horses were fairly alongside they went 
o£^ without waiting the signal from their riders, at a 
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pace which kept Ashbumer at a hand-gallop. For 

awhile they were neck-and-neck, Masters and Charlie 

hauling against each other, the rider with his weight 

thrown back in the stirrups and labouring to keep his 

' &st crab' from breaking, while the mare struck out 

beautifully with a moderate pull on the rein. Then as 

Masters, who carried no whip, b^an to get his horse 

more in hand, he raised a series of yells in true jockey 

&8hion to encourage his own animal and break up 

Edwards's. The mare skipped — ^Tom caught her in an 

instant, but she 'fell ofT in her stroke £rom being held 

up, and Charlie headed her a length; then he gave her 

her head, and she broke--once, twic^ three times; and 

every time Masters drew in his horse, who was now 

weU settled down to his work, and waited for Edwards 

to come on. At last, his mare and he both lost their 

tempers at once. She started for a run, and he dropped 

the reins on her neck and let har go. At the same 

instant Masters struck both spurs into Charlie, who 

was a rare combination of trotter and runner, and away 

went the two at full gallop. Ashbtumer's hack was 

left behind at once, but he could see them going on 

close together, tooling their horses capitally; Edwards's 

riding being the more graceful^ and Masters' the more 

workmanlike; the mare leading a trifle, as he thought, 

and Charlie pressing her close. Suddenly Edwards 

waved his cane as in triimiph, but the next moment he 

and his mare disappeared, as if the earth had swallowed 

them up, while Masters' horse sheered off ten feet to 

the left. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

LIFE AT A WATERING-PLACE.— THE DOG OF 

ALCIBIADES. 

WE left Tom Edwards mysteriouflly swallowed up, 
like a stage ghost down a trap-door. And do 
you know, reader, I am very near leaving him so for 
good and aU, and suspending these sketches inde- 
finitely — yea, even to the time of the Mississippi divi- 
dends, or any other period beyond the Greek Calends 
that your imagination can conjure up. For the wise 
men — and the wise women, too — of Gotham are wroth 
with me, and one says that I am writing on purpose to 
Hbel this man or puff that woman, and another charges 
me with sketching my own life in Fraser for self- 
glorification, and a third holds up the last nimiber oi 
Pendennia at me and says, ' If you could write like tJuxty 
there would be some excuse for you, but you won't as 
long as you Uve.' ^Alas, no!' said I, and was just 
going to bum my unfinished papers, and vow that I 
would never again turn aside from my old craft of 
reviewing. But then came reflection in the shape of 
a bottle of true Dutch courage — genuine Knicker- 
bocker Madeira — and said * Why should you be respon- 
sible for resemTblances you never meant, if people will 
insist on finding them % Consider how prone readers, 
and stiU more hearers who take their reading at second 
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hand; are to suppose that the author, be he great or 
small, must have represented himself in some one of his 
personages.' True enough, Mr. Bottle; for instance, 
any one of our fashionables will tell you that, 'our 
apiritvsl and accomplished Mend' (as Slingsby calls 
him), M. Le Vicomte Vincent Le Roi, is the hero of 
his thrilling romance, Le Chevalier Bazalion — ^why they 
should, or what possible resemblance they can find 
' between the real man in New York, and the ideal one 
in the novel, it passeth my poor understanding to dis- 
cover. Bazalion is a stalwart six-footer, who goes about 
knocking people's brains out, scaling inaccessible preci- 
pices, defending castles single-handed against a regiment 
or two, and, by way of relaxation after this hard work, 
victimizing all the fair dames and blooming damsels 
that come in his way — ^breaking the hearts of all the 
women when he has broken the heads of all the men. 
Le Boi is a nice gentlemanly man, of the ordinary size, 
who sings prettily and talks well, and makes himself 
generally agreeable, and not at all dangerous in society — 
much the more Christian and laudable occupation, it 
seems to me. If ever he does bore you, it is with his 
long stories, not with a long pike as Bazalion used to 
do. Be the absurdity, then, on the head of him who 
makes it ; Qui vuU decipi decipioiMr : if any one chooses 
to think that I am bodied forth under the character ot 
Harry Masters, and am, in consequence, a handsome 
young man, who can do a little of everything instead 

of ^but never mind what; your actor has not yet 

sufficient standing to come down before the footlights, 
and have his little bit of private chaff with the audience. 



I ^^ 
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Only this will I say, so help me N. P. Willis, I mean 
to go on with these sketches till they are finished, pro- 
vided always that Fraser wiU take them so long, and 
that you continue to read them, or fell into a sweet and 
sootlung slxmiber over them, as the case may be. For 
if we are all to shut up shop until we can write as well 
as Mr. Titmarsh, there wiU be too extensive a bank- 
ruptcy of literary establishments. 

Before Ashbumer could form any conjecture to 
account for the e vanishment of Edwards — ^indeed before 
he could altogether realize it to himself — ^the little man's 
head re-appeared above the ground, though there were 
no signs of his horse; and at the same time Masters 
began to ride roimd the scene of the catastrophe, at an 
easy canter, lauglung iomioderately. The Englishman 
shook up his brute into the best gallop he could get out 
of him, and a few more strides brought hun near enough 
to see the true state of things. There was a marsh at 
no great distance, which rendered the grass in the imme- 
diate vicinity moist and sloppy, and just in this par- 
ticular spot the action of the water had caved away a 
hole precisely large enough to receive a horse and rider — 
it could hardly have made a more accurate grave had 
they been measured for it — and so masked by a slight 
elevation in front, that it was ten to one any person 
riding over the ground at such a rate, and unacquainted 
with the position of this trap, but must fall headlong 
into it, as Edwards had done. There was some reason 
to suspect that our friend Harry, who was an habitual 
rider, and knew all the environs of Oldport pretty well, 
and was fonder of short cuts and going over grass than 
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most American horsemea are, had not been altogether 
ignorant of the existence of the pitML; it looked very 
mnch as if he had led Edwards, who was no particular 
friend of his, purposely into it : but if such was the 
case, he kept his own counsel When the &Ilen man 
and mare had scrambled out of the hole, which they did 
before Masters had o£Eered to help them, or Ashbumer 
had time to be of any assistanoe, it appeared that she 
had sprained her off fore-ankle, and he his nigh wrist. 
But they were close to the main road; by good luck a 
boy was found to conduct the animal home, and by a 
still greater piece of good luck the Robinsons* carriage 
happened to be coming along just theo, so the little 
man, who did not take up much room, was popped into 
it, and as much pitied and mourned over by the lady 
occupants as was p^re GmHeri in the French song. And, 
to do him justice, even without this consolation, he had 
taken his mishap very quietly from the first, as soon as 
he found himself not injured in any vital, t. e, Hanmng 
part. 

Having finished their road at a more leisurely pace, 
our two horsemen arrived at the glen after most of the 
company were assembled there. And as the place was 
one of general resort, they noticed traces of other par- 
ties, people of the Simpson class, hail-fellow-weU-met 
men, who didn't dance but took it out in drinking, and 
who in their intercourse with the other sex betrayed 
more vulgar familiarity and less refined indecency than 
characterized the men and boys of Bell, Edwards, 
Bx)binson, and Co.'s set. But of these it may be sup- 
posed that the set took no heed. There was some really 
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pretty scenery about the glen, but they took no heed 
of that either — ^to be sure, most of them had seen it at 
least once before. They had gone straight to the largest 
parlour of the house, and led, as usual, by the indefati- 
gable Edwards, had begun their tricks with the chairs. 
Booted and spurred as he was, and with his arm in a 
sling, the ever-ready youth had already arranged the 
German cotillon, taking the head himself, and consti- 
tuting Summer his second in command. Masters was 
left out of this dance for coming too late, one of the 
ladies told him; but he did not find the punishment 
very severe, as he rather preferred walking with Ash- 
burner, and showing him the adjacent woods. As they 
passed out through several specimens of the Simpson 
species, who were smoking and lounging around the 
door, Ashbumer nearly ran over a very pretty young 
woman who was coming up the steps. She was rather 
rustically, but not unbecomingly dressed, and altogether 
so fresh and rosy that it was a treat to see her after 
the fine town ladies, even the youngest of whom were 
beginning to look &uied and jaded from the dissipation 
of the season. But when she opened her mouth in 
reply to Masters' affable salutation, it was like the girl 
in the Mry tale dropping toads and adders, so nasal, 
harsh, and inharmonious was the tone in which she 
spoke. 

^ That's Mrs. Simpson,' said Harry, as they went on, 
' the Bird's wife. Pretty little woman : what a pity 
she has that vulgar accent ! She belongs to New 
England originally; one finds many such girls here, 
every way charming until they begin to talk. But I 

M 
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suppose you saw no difference between her and any of 
us. In your ears we all speak with a barbarous 
accent — at least you feel bound to think so.' 

* What do you think, yourself? You have known 
a good many of my countrymen, and heard them talk, 
and are able to make the comparison. Do you, or do 
you not, find a difference V 

* To say the truth, I do ; it is a thing I never think 
seriously of denying, for it seems to me neither singular 
nor to be ashamed of Tou can tell an Irishman 
from a Londoner by his accent ; so you can a Scotch- 
man; or a Yorkshireman for that matter: why should 
you not be able to tell an American ? The error of 
your countrymen consists in attributing to all our 
people the nasal twang, which is almost peculiar to one 
section of the country. If I were asked the peculiar 
characteristic of a New-Torker*s speech, I should say 
monotone, Notice any one of our young men — you 
will find his conversational voice always pitched in the 
same key. Sumner goes on at the same uniform 
growl, Edwards in an unvaried buzz. When I first 
landed in England, I was struck with the much greater 
variety of tone one hears in ordinary conversation. 
Your women, especially, seemed to me always just 
going to sing. And I &.ncied the address of the men 
affected — just as, very likely, this monotone of ours 
seems affected to you.' 

' What I remark most is a hardness and dryness of 
voice, as if the extremes of climate here had an 
injurious effect on the vocal organs.' 

* Perhaps they do ; and yet I think you will find a 
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better average of singers^ male and female, in our. 
society than in yours, notwithstanding our fashionables 
are so engrossed by dancing. Holla 1 here's Harrison. 
How are you, old fellow] and how are the Texas 
Inconvertibles V 

It was indeed the broker, wandering moodily alone. 
What had he in common with the rest of the company 
—the fops and flirts, the dancing men and dancing 
women? The males all snubbed and despised him, 
from tall Bell, down to little Kobioson; the women 
were hardly conscious of his existence. He knew, too, 
that he could thrash any man there in a £ur stand-up 
fight, or buy out any three of them, ay, or talk any of 
them down in the society of sensible and learned 
people; and this vefy consciousness of superiority only 
served to embitter his position the more. There were 
other sets, doubtless, who would have welcomed hiTn 
gladly, but either they were not sufficiently to his taste 
to attract him, or he was in no mood to receive con- 
solation from their sympathy. So he wandered alone, 
untouched by the charming scenery about him — a man 
whom nobody cared for: and when Masters addressed 
him geniau/ and in ^ exuberance of spirits threw 
his arm over the other's neck as they walked side 
by side, the broker's heart seemed to expand towards 
the man who had shown him even this slight pro- 
fession of kindness, his intelligent eyes lighted up, and 
he began to talk out cheerfully and unassumingly all 

. that was in him. 

^ Harrison's own narrative of his personal prowess, 

as well as the qualified panegyric pronounced upon 

.M 2 
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him hy Maflten, had led Ashbumer to expect to find 
in him a manly person with some torn for athletic 
sports and good living, but no particular intellectual 
endowments beyond such as his business demanded. 
He waSy therefidre^ not a little astonished at (inasmuch 
as he was altogether unprepared for) the variety of 
knowledge and the extent of mental cultiyation which 
the broker displayed as their oonvBrsation went on. 
They talked of the hills and yaUeys, and ravines and 
water-courses around them, and Harrison compared 
this place with others in a way that showed a ready 
observer of the beauties of nature. They talked of 
Italy, and Harrison had at his fingers' ends the 
principal palaces in every dty, and the best pictures 
in every palace. Th^ talked of Greece, and Harrison 
quoted Plato. They talked of England and France, and 
Harrison displayed a familiar acquaintance, not merely 
with the statistics of the two countries, but also with 
the habits and characteristics of their people. Finally, 
they talked on the puzzling topic of American society — 
puzzling in its transition state and its singular con- 
trasts — ^and, whether the broker's views were correct 
or not, they were anything but commonplace or 
conventional 

'Our fashionable society has been all a mistake 
hitherto,' said Harry (Ashbumer could not well make 
out whether there was a spice of irony in his observa- 
tion); 'Mrs. Masters and some others are going to 
reform it indifferently. The women thus far have 
been lost sight of after marriage, and have left the 
field to the young girls. Now they are b^inning to 
wake up to their rights and privileges.' 
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' They wiU not remedy any of the present evils in 
that way,' answered Harrison, apparently addressrag 
himself to Ashbumer, but he seemed to be talking at 
Masters, and throtigh him at Masters' wife, or his own, 
or both of them. ^ Our theory and practice was that 
a young girl should enjoy herself in all freedom; that 
her age and condition were those of pleasure and 
frolic — of ' dissipation, if you will — that afber her 
marriage she, comparatively speaking, retired from 
the world, not through any conventional rule or 
imaginary standard of propriety, but of her own free 
will, and in the natural course of things; because the 
cares of maternity and her household gave her sufficient 
employment at homa A woman who takes a proper 
interest in her family gives them the first place in her 
thoughts, and is always ready to talk about them. 
Now these domestic details are the greatest possible 
bore to a mere fashionable casual drawing-room 
acquaintance. Hence you see that the French, whose 
chief aim is to talk well in a drawing-room or an opera 
box, utterly detest and unmercifrdly ridicule every- 
thing connected with domesticity or home life. On 
the other hand, if a married woman never talks of 
these things or lets you think of them, she does not 
take a proper interest in her &mily. No, the fiiult of 
youth is with the other sex. There are too few men 
about, and too many boys. And the more married 
belles there are the more will the boys be encouraged. 
For your married belles like to have men about them 
younger than themselves — it makes them appear 
younger, or at least they think so; and besides, such 
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youths are more easily managed and more sabservient. 
But, still worse, the more these boys usurp the place 
of men in society, the more boyish and retrograde will 
the few men become who continue to divide the 
honours of society with them. When Plato enume- 
rated among the signs of a republic in the last stage 
of decadence, that the youth imitate and riyal old 
men, and the old men let themselves down to a level 
with the youth, he anticipated exactly the state of 
things that has come to pass among us. Look at that 
little Mend of yours with the beard — I don't mean 
Edwards^ but an older man about his size.' 

'Dicky Bleecker, I suppose you mean,' growled 
Masters : * he's as much your friend — or your wife's — 
as he is mine.' 

*WeU, he is my contemporary, I may say; perhaps 
five years at most my junior. What perceptible sign 
of mature age or manliness is there about him ) In 
what is he superior to or distinguishable from young 
Snelling, who but this season rejoices in his first white 
tie and first horse, and the fruits of his first course of 
dancing lessons )' 

' Well, but consider,' said Masters, who was always 
ready to take up any side of an argument — ^it is one 
of the first criticisms Ashbumer made on American 
conversation, that the men seemed to talk for victory 
rather than for truth — ' it stands to reason, that an 
intelligent married woman must be better able than a 
girl to converse with a mature man, and her conversa- 
tion must have more attraction for him. As to our 
boys coming out too soon, doubtless they do, but that 
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depends not on the persons ready to receive them, but 
on the general social system of the country which 
pushes them into the world so early. For instance, I 
was left my own master at twenty-one. So, too, with 
the want of proper progress and growth in knowledge 
of the men. It is and must be so with the man 
of &.shion everywhere, for he is not occupied in 
learning things that have a tendency to develope or 
improve his mind, but the contrary. I myself have 
seen Frenchmen of fifty as easily amused and as eager 
after trifles as boys.' 

' Frenchmen !' sneered the other; *yes, but they a/re 
boys all their lives, except in innocence.' 

'Very amusing and pleasant, at any rate; the best 
people for travelling acquaintances that I know.' 

' Exactly — ^very pleasant to know for a little while. 
I have met with a great many Frenchmen who im- 
presed me fevourably, and I used to think as you say, 
what amusing people they were, but I never had 
occasion to live with one for any length of time with- 
out finding him a bore and a nuisance. A French- 
man turns himself inside out, as it were, at once. He 
shows off all that there is to show on first acquaint- 
ance. Tou see the best of him immediately, and 
afterwards there is nothing left but repetitions of the 
same things, and eternal dissertations on himself and 
his own afiairs. He is like a wide shallow house, with 
a splendid front externally and scanty furniture inside.' 

* Very true, and an Englishman (don't blush, Ash- 
bumer) is like a suite of college-rooms in one of his 
own university towns — ^a rusty exterior, a dark narrow 
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passage along which yon find your way with difficulty; 
aad when you do get in, jolly and comfortable apart- 
ments open suddenly upon you; and as you come to 
examine them more carei^y you discover all sorts of 
snug, little, outof-the-way closets and recesses, full of 
old books and old wine, and all things rich and curious. 
But the entrance is uninviting to a casual acquaintanca 
Now, when you find an American of the right stamp ' 
(here Masters' hands were accidently employed in 
adjusting his cravat), ' he hits the proper medium^ and 
is accessible as a Frenchman and as true as an English- 
man.' 

Ashbumer was going to express a doubt as to the 
compatibility of the two qualities, when Harrison 
struck in again. 

' On that account I never could see why Frenchmen 
should be dreaded as dangerous in society. They fiing 
out all their graces at once, exhaust all their powers of 
fascination, and soon begin to be tiresome. How many 
cases I have seen where a Frenchman fancied he was 
making glorious headway in a lady's affections, and 
that she was just ready to fiJl into his arms, when she 
was only ready to i^ asleep in his &ce, and was civil 
to him only from a great sacrifice of inclination to 
poHteness.' 

'Very pleasant it must be to a lady,' said Ashbumer, 
' that a man should be at the same time wearying her 
to death with his company, and perilling her reputation 
out of doors by his language.' 

' By Jove, it's dinner time I' exclauned Masters, 
pulling out a microscopic Greneva watch. ' I thought 
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the dock of my inner man said as mucL' And back 
they hurried through the woods to the Glen House, 
but were as late for the dinner as they had been for 
the dance. Harrison and Masters found seats at the 
lower end of the table^ where they established them- 
selves together, and began, ct propos of Edwards's mis- 
adventure, to talk horse, either because they had 
exhausted all other subjects, or because they did not 
think the company worthy a better one. Mrs. Masters 
beckoned Ashbumer up to a place by her, but, some- 
how, he found himself opposite Mrs. Harrison's eyes, 
aQd though he could not remember anything she said 
ten minutes after, her conversation, or looks, or both, 
had the effect of transferring to her all the interest he 
was beginning to feel for her husband-of whom, by 
the way, she took no more notice than if he had not 
belonged to her. 

^Poor Harrison !' said Masters, as he and Ashbumer 
were walking their horses leisurely homeward that 
evening (they both had too much sense to ride 
£b^ after dinner), ^he is twice thrown away! He 
might have been a literary gentleman and a lover of 
art, living quietly on a respectable fortune; but his 
father would make him go into business. He might 
be a model fEimily man, and at the same time a very 
entertaining member of society; but his wife has 
snubbed and suppressed him for her own exaltation. 
K, instead of treating him thus, she would only show 
hirn a little gratitude as the source of all her luxury 
and magnificence, her dresses and jewellery, her 
carriage and horses (what a pair of iron-greys she 
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does drive !) and all her other splendours, — ^if she 
"Would only be proud of him as the great broker — ^not 
to speak of his varied knowledge, of which she might 
also well be proud, — ^if she would take some little pains 
to interest herself in his pleasures and to bring him 
forward in society, — ^how easily she could correct and 
soften his little uncouthness of person and dress, if she 
would take the trouble ! Why should she be ashamed 
of him ? He is older than she— how much ? ten yeara 
perhaps, or twelve at most. He is not a beauty; but 
in a man, I should say, mind comes before good looks; 
and how infinitely superior he is in mind and soul to 
any of the frivolous little beaux, native or foreign, 
whom she delights to draw about her !' 

' I fear I shall never be able to regard Mr. Harrison 
with as much respect as you do. It may be ignorance, 
but I never could see much difference between a 
speculator in stocks and a gambler.' 

'When a man is in his predicament domestically 
there are three things, to one, two, or all of which he 
is pretty sure to take — drink, gambling, and horses. 
Harrison is too purely intellectual a man to be led 
away by the vulgar animal temptation of liquor, 
though he has a good cellar, and sometimes consoles 
himself with a snug bachelor dinner. Stock-jobbing is, 
as you say, only another sort of gambling, and this is 
his vice : at the same time you will consider that it is 
his business, to which he was brought up. Then, for 
absolute relaxation, he has his '&£(t crab.' Put him 
behind his 2' 45'' stepper and he is happy for an hour or 
two, and forgets his miseries — ^that is to say, his wife.' 
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' But yoxi talk as if his marriage was the cause of 
his speculations, whereas you told me the other day 
that his speculations were the indirect cause of his 
marriage.' 

^ You are right : I believe the beginning of that bad 
habit must be set down to his father's account; but 
the continuance of it is still chargeable on his wife. I 
have heard him say myself, that he would have retired 
from business long ago but for Mrs. Harrison — ^that is 
to say, he had to go on making money to supply her 
extravagance.' 

One fine morning there was a great bustle and 
flurry; moving of trunks^ and paying of bills, and 
preparations for departura The &,shionables were 
fairly starved out, and had gone off in a body. The 
briUiant equipages of Ludlow and LOwenberg, the 
superfine millinery of the Eobinsons, the song and 
story of the Vicomte, the indefEitigable revolutions of 
Edwards, were all henceforth to be lost to the 
sojourners at Oldport. Mr. Grabster heeded not this 
practical protest against the error of his ways. He 
had no difficulty in filling the vacant rooms, for a 
crowd of people from all parts of the Union constantly 
thronged Oldport, attracted by its reputation for cool- 
ness and salubrity; and he rather preferred people 
from the West and South, as they knew less about 
civilized life, and were more easily imposed upon. To 
be sure, even they would find out in time the defi- 
ciencies of his establishment, and report them at home ; 
but meanwhile he hoped to fill his pockets for two or 
three seasons under cover of The Sewer's puf&, and 
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then, when business fell o£^ to impose on his landlord 
with some plausible story, and obtain a lowering of his 
rent. 

Some few — a very few — of 'our set' were left. 
Our Mend Harry stayed, because the air of the place 
agreed remarkably with the inflaiit hope of the Masters; 
and a few of the beaux remained — among them Sumner, 
BeU, and Sedley— either out of friendahip for Masters 
or retained by the attractions of Mrs. Masters, or those 
of Mrs. Harrison; for the Uowne stayed of course, it 
being her line to do just whatever the exdusives did 
not do. But though Masters remained, he was not 
disposed to suffer in silence. All this while The Sewer 
had been filled with letters laudiug everything about 
the Bath Hotel; and communications equally disin- 
terested, and couched in the same tone, had found their 
way into some more respectable |»dnts. Masters under- 
took the thankless task of imdeceiving the public. He 
sat down one evening and wrote off a spicy epistle 
to The Bhmder omd Bluster^ setting forth how things 
really were at Oldport. Two days after, when the 
New York mail arrived, great was the wrath of Mr. 
Grabster. He called into council the old gentleman 
with the melodious daughter. The Sewer reporters, and 
some oth^ boarders who were in his confidence ; and 
made magnificent, but rather vague promises, of what 
he would do for the man who should discover the daring 
individual who had thus bearded him in his very den : 
simultaneously he wrote to TJie Bhmder cmd Blustery 
demanding the name of the offender. With most Ame- 
rican editors such a demand (especially if followed up 
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with a good dinner or skilfully applied tip to the 
reporter or correspondent) would have been perfectly 
successful. But he of The Bhmder amd Bluster was a 
much higher style of man. As Masters once said of 
him, he had, in his capacity of the first political jour- 
nalist in the country, associated so much with gentle- 
men, that he had learned to be something of a gentleman 
himself. Accordingly he replied to Mr. Grabster, in a 
note more curt than courteous, that it was impossible 
to comply with his request. So the indignant host was 
obliged to content himself for the time with ordering 
The Sewer to abuse the incognito. Before many days, 
however, he obtained the desired information through 
another source, in this wise. 

Oldport had its newspaper, of course. Every Ame- 
rican village of more than ten houses has its newspaper. 
Mr. Cranberry Fuster, who presided over the destinies 
of The Oldport DaMy Twaddler, added to this honour- 
able and amiable occupation the equally honourable and 
amiable one of village attorney. Though his paper was 
in every sense a small one, he felt and talked as big as 
if it had been The Times, or The Moniteiur, or The 
Bhmder cmd Bluster, He held the President of the 
United States as something almost beneath his notice, 
and was in the habit of lecturing the Czar of Bussia, 
the Emperor of Austria, and other foreign powers, in 
true Little Pedlington style. Emboldened by the impu- 
nity which attended these assaults, he undertook to try 
his hand on matters nearer home, and boldly essayed 
one season to write down the polka and redowa as inde- 
cent and immoral. But here he found, as Alexander 
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Napoleon, and other great men, had done before him, 
that there is a limit to all human power. He might 
better have tried to write off the roof of the Bath Hotel, 
which was rather a fragile piece of work, and might 
have been carried away by much less wind than usually 
served to distend the columns of Ths Twaddler. The 
doughty Tom Edwards snapped his heels, so to speak, 
in the face of the mighty editor, and the exclusives 
continued to polk more frantically than ever in the 
teeth of his direst fulminations. One practical effect, 
however, these home diatribes had, which his luminous 
sallies on foreign affairs altogether failed to effect — ^they 
put money into his pocket. The next thing Americans 
like to hearing themselves well praised, is to hear some- 
body, even if it be themselves, well abused; and accord- 
ingly, on the mornings when Mr. Fuster let out an 
anti-polka article, the usuaUy small circulation of his 
small sheet was multiplied by a very large factor — 
almost every stranger bought a copy, the million to see 
the abuse of the fafihionablesj the ^shionables to see the 
abuse of themselves. 

Masters, in the course of his almost annual visits to 
Oldport Springs, had been frequently amused by the 
antics of this formidable gentleman, and had laudably 
contributed to make them generally known. Once, 
when Mr. Fuster had politely denominated the Aus- 
trian emperor ' a scoundrel,' Harry moved The Blunder 
cmd Bhjbster to say, that it was very sorry for that 
potentate, who would undoubtedly be overwhelmed 
with mortification when he learned that The Twaddler 
entertained such an opinion of him. Whereupon 
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Fuster, who was of a literal dulness absolutely joke- 
proof, struck off a flaming article on ' the aristocratic 
sympathies of The Blunder omd Bluster, which, like a 
British Whig and Federal journal as it was, always 
came to the rescue of tyrants and despots,' &c, &c. 
On another occasion— the very morning of a State 
election — The Twaddler had announced, with a great 
flourish, 'that before its next sheet was issued Mr. 
Brown would be invested with the highest honours 
that the State could confer upon him.' But even 
American editors are not always infallible; Mr. Brown 
came out sadly in the minority, and the day afber The 
Blv/nder amd Bhister had a little comer paragraph to 
this effect : — 

^We mvcerdy regret to see tJvcU our a/mumig litUe 
contem/pora/ry, The Oldport Daily Twaddler, has 
suspended puhlicaiion,* 

At this Mr. Fuster flared up fearfully, and threatened 
to sue the The Blunder amd Bluster for libeL 

Now this magniloquent editor, who professed to be 
a great moral reformer at home, and to regulate the 
destinies of nations abroad, was in truth the mere 
creature and toady of Mr. Grabster, the greater part of 
the revenue of his small establishment being derived 
from printing the bills and advertisements of the Bath 
Hotel. As in duty bound, therefore, he set to work 
to abuse the anonymous assailant of that atrociously- 
kept house, calling him a quantity of heterogeneous 
names, and more than insinuating that he was a person 
who had never been in good society, and did not know 
what good living was, because he found fault with the 
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living at the Bath Hotel The leader wound up with 
a more than ever exaggerated eulogy of Mr. Grabster 
and his 'able and gentlemanly assistants/ Masters 
happened to get hold of this number of The Twaddtter 
one evening when he had nothing to do, and those 
dangerous implements, pen, ink, and paper, were within 
his reach. Beginning to note down the absurdities and 
non aequUurs in Mr. Fuster^s article, he foimd himself 
writing a very chafl^ letter to The Tvxtddler. He had 
an unfortunate talent for correspondence had Masters^ 
like most of his countrymen ; so, giving the reins to 
his whim, he finished the epistle, making it veiy spicy 
and satirical, with a garnish of smiles and classical 
quotations — altogether rather a neat piece of work, 
only it might have been objected to as a waste of 
cleverness, and building a large wheel to break a very 
small bug upon. Then he dropped it into the post- 
office himself, never dreaming that Cranbeny would 
publish it, but merely anticipating the wrath of the 
little-great man on receiving such a communication. It 
chanced, however, not long before, that Masters, in the 
course of some legal proceedings, had been to sign 
papers and ' take fifty cents' worth of affidavit,' as he 
himself phrased it, before Mr. Euster in his legal 
capacity. The latter gentleman had thus the means 
of identifying, by comparison, the hand-writing of the 
pseudonymous letter. In a vast fit of indignation, not 
unmingled with satis&ction, he brought out next day 
Harry's letter at full length, to the great peril of the 
Latin quotations, and then followed it up with a 
rejoinder of his own, iq which he endeavoured to take 
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an attitude of sublime dignity, backed up by classical 
quotations abo, to show that he understood Latin as 
well as Masters. But the attempt was as unsuccessful 
as it was elaborate, for his anger broke through in 
every other sentence, making the intended 'smasher* 
an extraordinary compound of superfine writing and 
vulgar abuse. 

When, in the coarse of human events (he began) it becomes 
necessary for men holding our lofty and responsible position to 
stoop to the chastisement of pretentious ignorance and imbecility, 
we shall not be found to shrink from the task. The writer of the 
above letter is Mr. Henry Masters, a young man of property, and a 
Federal Whig. He insinuates that we are very stupid. It's no 
such thing ; we are not stupid a bit, and we mean to show Mr. M. 
as much before we have done with him. Mr. Masters is a pompous 
young aristocrat, and Mr. Grabster is more of a gentleman than he 
is — and so are we too for that matter. He says the Bath Hotel is 
a badly kept house. We say it isn't, and we know a great deal 
better than he does. We have dined there very often, and found 
the fare and attendance excellent; and so did the Honourable 
Theophilns Q. Smith, of Arkansas, last summer, when he came to 
enjoy the invigorating breezes of this healthful locality. That dis- 
tinguished and remarkable man expressed himself struck with the 
arrangements of the Bath Hotel, which left him no cause, he said, 
to regret the comforts of his western home. But this establishment 
cannot please the fastidious Mr. Masters! O tempora, O Moses! 
as Cicero said to Cataline, quosque tandem f 

And so on for three columns. 

Likewise The SeweVy which had begun to blackguard 
TTie Bltmder cmd Blaster^ a correspondent while he 
remained under the shelter of his pseudonym, now that 
his name was known, came out with double virulence, 
and fiUed half a sheet with filthy abuse of Harry, 
including collateral assaults on his brother, grandmo- 
ther, and second cousins, and most of the surviving 
members of his wife's fisanily. But as Masters never 
read The Sewer ^ this part of the attack was an utter 

N 
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waste of Billingsgate so &r as he was concerned. What 
did surprise and annoy him was to find that The Inex- 
pressible, which, though well-known to be a stupid, was 
generally considered a decent paper, had taken the 
enemy's side, and published some very impertinent 
paragraphs about him. Afterwards he discovered that 
he had been the Yictim of a principle. The Inexpres- 
sible and Bhjmder cmd Bluster had a little private 
quarrel of their own, and the former felt bound to 
attack everything in any way connected with the latter. 

Nevertheless Masters was not very much distressed 
even at this occurrence, for a reason which we shall 
now give at length, and which will at the same time 
explain the propriety of the heading we have given to 
this number. While everybody was reading The Sewer 
and The Tioaddler, and the more benevolent were pity- 
ing Harry for having started such a nest of editorial 
and other blackguards about his ears, and the more 
carious were wondering whether he would leave the 
hotel and resign the field of battle to the enemy, our 
Mend really cared very little about the matter, except 
so far as he could use it for a blind to divert attention 
from another afi^dr which he had on hand, and which 
it was of the greatest importance to keep secret, lest it 
should draw down the interference of the local authori- 
ties: in short, he had a defiance to mortal combat 
impending over him, which dangerous probability he 
had brought upon himself in this wise. 

Among the beaux who remained after the Hegira of 
the fashionables was a Mr. Storey Hunter, who had 
arrived at Oldport only just before that great event, 
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for he professed to be a traveller and travelling man, 
and, to keep up the character, never came to a place 
when other people did, but always popped up unex- 
pectedly in the middle, or at the end, of a season, as 
if he had just dropped from the moon, or arrived from 
the antipodes. He had an affectation of being foreign—;- 
not English, or French, or German, or like any par- 
ticular European nation, but foreign in a general sort 
of way, something not American; and always, on 
whichever side of the Atlantic he was, hailed from some 
locality ; at one time describing himself in hotel books 
as from England, at another as from Paris, at another 
fit)m Baden — ^from anywhere, in short, except his own 
native village in Connecticut. In accordance with this 
principle, moreover, he careftdly eschewed the indigen- 
ous habits of dress; and while all the other men 
appeared at the balls in dress coats, and black or white 
cravats, he usuaUy displayed a flaming scarlet or blue 
tie, a short' frock coat, and yeUow or brown trousers. 
A man six feet high, and nearly as many round, is a 
tolerably conspicuous object in most places, even with- 
out any marked peculiarities of dress ; and when to this 
it is added, that Mr. Hunter exhibited on his shirt- 
front and watchchain trinkets enough to stock a jewel- 
ler's shop, and that he was always redolent of the most 
fashionable perfumes, it may be supposed that he was 
not likely to escape notice at Oldport. His age no one 
knew exactly; some of the old stagers gave him forty 
years and more, but he was in a state of wonderful pre- 
servation, had a miraculous dye for his whiskers, and a 
perpetually fresh colour in his cheeks. Sedley used to 
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say he rouged, and that you might see the marks of it 
inside his collar; but this may have been only an acci- 
dent in shaving. He rather preferred French to English 
in conversation; and with good reason, for when he 
used the former language, you might suppose (with 
your eyes shut) that you were talking to a very refined 
gentleman, whereas, so soon as he opened his moulh in 
the vernacular, the provincial Yankee stood revealed 
before you. As to his other qualities and merits, he 
appeared to have plenty of money, and was an excellent 
and inde&tigable dancer. Ashbumer, when he saw 
hiTn spin roimd morning after morning, and night after 
night, till he all but melted away himself, and threat- 
ened to drown his partner, thought he must have the 
laudable motive of wishing to reduce his bulk, which, 
however, continued undiminished. ^KTotwithstanding his 
travels and accomplishments, which, especially the 
dancing, were sufficient to give him a passport to the 
best society, there were some who regarded him with 
very unfavourable eyes, more particularly Smnner and 
Masters. Supposing this to be merely another of the 
frivolous feuds that existed in the place, and among 
' our set,' Ashbumer was not over anxious or curious to 
know the cause of it. Nor, if he had been, did the 
parties seem disposed to afford him much information. 
Masters had, indeed, observed one day, that that Storey- 
Hunter was the greatest blackguard in Oldport, except 
The Sewer reporters; but as he had already said the 
same thing of half-a-dozen men, his Mend was not 
deterred thereby from making Hunter's acquaintance — 
or rather, from accepting it; jfche difficulty at Oldport 
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being, riot to make the acquaintance of any man in 
society. And he foimd the fat dandy, to all appear- 
ance, an innocent and good-natured person, rather 
childish for his years, and weU illustrating Harrison's 
assertion, that the men in fiiahionable life rather retro- 
graded than developed from twenty to forty ; but in no 
apparent respect formidable, save for a more than Ame- 
rican tendency to gossip. He had some story to the 
prejudice of every one, but seemed to teU all these 
stories just as an enfcmt terrible might, without fully 
understanding them, or at all heeding the possible con- 
sequences of repeating them. 

The glory of the balls had departed with Edwards 
and the Bobinsons, but the remaining &shionables kept 
up their amusement with much vigour j and the absence 
of the others, though detracting much from the bril- 
liancy of the place, was in some respects the gain of a 
loss. Bell came out in all his glory now that most of 
the young men were gone. With his graoeM figure, 
neat dress, and ever- ready smile and compliment, he 
looked the very ideal of the well-drilled man of fashion. 
Sumner, though he could not have talked less if he had 
been an English heavy dragoon-officer, or an Hungarian 
refugee, understanding no language but his own, was 
very useful for .a quiet way he had of arranging every- 
thing beforehand without fuss or delay, and, moreover, 
had the pecuHar merit (difficult to explain, but which 
we have all observed in some person at some period of 
our lives) of being good company witJuytU talking. Mas- 
ters, with less pretence and display than he had before 
exhibited, showed an energy and inde&.tigableness 
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almost equal to Le Roi'sj whatever he undertook, he 
* kept the pot a-boiling.' In short, the people of * our 
set,' who were left, went on among themselves much 
better than before, because the men's capabilities were 
not limited to dancing, and the women had less temp- 
tation to be perpetually dressing. Besides, the removal 
of most of the &.shionables had encouraged the other 
portions of the transient population to come more for- 
ward and exhibit various primitive specimens of danc- 
ing, and other traits worth observing. One evening 
there was a *hop' at the BeUevue. Ashbumer made a 
point of always looking in at these assemblies for an 
hour or so, and scrutinizing the company with the cool- 
ness and complacency which an Englishman usually 
assumes in such places, as if all the people there were 
made merely for his amusement. Masters, who had 
literally polked the heel off one of his boots, and thereby 
temporarily disabled himself was lounging about with 
him, making observations on men, women, and things 
generally. 

* You wouldn't think that was only a girl of seven- 
teen,' said Harry, as a languishing brunette, with large, 
liquid black eyes, and a voluptuous figure, glided by 
them in the waltz. 'How soon these Southerners 
develope into women ! They beat the Italians even.' 

*I wonder the young lady has time to grow, she 
dances so much. I have watched her two or three 
evenings, and she has never rested a moment except 
when the music stopped. Something must suffer, it 
seems to me. Does her mind develope uniformly with 
her person ? She is a great centre of attraction, I 
observe j is it only for her beauty and dancing V 
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' I suppose a beautiful young woman, with fifty or 
sixty thousand a-year^ may consider mental accomplish- 
ments as superfluous. She knows, perhaps, as much as 
a Bussian woman of five-and-twenty. How much that 
is, you, who have been on the Continent, know.' 

^ Ah, an heiress; acres of cotton-fields; thousands of 
negroes, and so on.' 

' Exactly. I put the income down at half of what 
popular report makes it; these Southern fortunes are 
so uncertain : the white part of the property (that is to 
say, the cotton) varies with the seasons; and the black 
part takes to itself legs and runs off occasionally. But, 
at any rate, there is quite enough to make her a great 
prize, and an object of admiration and attention to all 
the little men — not to the old hands, like BeU and 
Sumner; they are built up in their own conceit, and 
wouldn't marry Sam WeUer's * female marchioness,' 
imless she made love to them first, like one of Knowles's 
heroines. But the juveniles are crazy about her. Bobin- 
son went off more ostentatiously love-sick than any man 
of his size I ever saw; and Sedley is always chanting 
her praises — ^the only man, woman, or child, he was 
ever known to speak well o£ I don't think any of 
them will catch her. Edwards might dance into her 
heart, perhaps, if he were a little bigger; but as it is, 
she will, probably, make happy and rich some one in 
her own part of the world. She says the young men 
there suit her better, because they are ^more gentle- 
manly' than we Northerners.' 

' I have heard many strangers say the same thing,' 
said Ashbumer, prudently refraining from expressing 
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any opinion of his own, for he knew Masters' anti- 
Southern feelings. 

' If education has anything to do with being a gen- 
tleman, then, whether you take education in the highest 
sense, as the best discipline and expansion of the mind 
by classical and scientific study; or in the utilitarian 
sense, as the acquisition of useful knowledge, and a 
practical acquaintance with men and things; or in the 
fine-lady sense, as the mastery of airs, and graces, and 
drawing-room accomplishments; or in the moralist's 
sense, as the curbing of our mischievous propensities, 
and the energizing of our good ones — ^in every case, we 
are more of gentlemen than the Southerners. If the 
mere possession of wealth, and progress in the grosser 
and more material arts of civilization, have anything to 
do with it, then, too, we are more of gentlemen. Their 
claims rest on two grounds: first, they live on the 
unpaid labour of others, while we all work, more or less, 
for ourselves, holding idleness as disgraceful as they do 
labour; secondly, they are all the time fighting duels.' 

' Are there no duels ever fought in this part of the 
country?' 

* Scarcely any since Burr shot Hamilton. Alexander 
Hamilton was one of our greatest men, and his death 
excited a feeling throughout the Northern States which 
put down the practice almost entirely ; and I certainly 
think it a step forward in real civilization.' 

* Do you mean to say that it is with you as with us, 
where, if a man becomes so involved in a quarrel that 
he is challenged, it is against him and almost ruin to 
him whether he fights or does not fight 1 Or is public 
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opinion decidedly in favour of the man who does not 
fight, and against the man who does? For instance, 
suppose you were challenged yourself?' 

'< A man can't say beforehand what he would do in an 
emergency of the kind; but my impression is that I 
should not fight, and that the opinion of society would 
bear me out.' 

' But suppose a man insulted your wife, or sister ?' 

'It is next door to impossible that an American 
gentleman should do such a thing; but if he did, I 
should consider that he had reduced himself to the level 
of a snob, and should treat him as I would any snob in 
the streets, — ^knock him down, if I was able; and if I 
wasn't, take the law of him : and if a man had wronged 
me irreparably, I &uicy I should do as these uncivilized 
Southerners themselves do in such a case, — shoot him 
down in the street wherever I could catch him. What 
sense or justice is there in a duel ? It is as if a man 
stole your coat, and instead of having him put into 
prison, you drew lots with him whether you or he 
should go.' 

' But suppose a man was spreading false reports about 
you; suppose he said you were no gentleman, or that 
you had cheated somebody V 

' Bah !' replied Masters, dexterously evading the 
most important part of the question, ' if I were to fight 
all the people that spread &lse reports about me, I 
should have my hands fulL There is a man in this 
room that slandered me as grossly as he could four years 
ago, and was very near breaking off my marriage. That 
fat man there with all the jewellery — Storey Hunter.' 
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' Indeed !' exclaimed the other, really surprised, for 
he had just seen Mrs. Masters conversing with the 
ponderous exquisite apparently on most amicahle terms. 

' Yes, and it was entirely gratuitous. I never gave 
the scamp any provocation. By Jupiter!" Masters 
turned very white and then very red, * if he isn't danc- 
ing with my wife! His impudence is too much, 

and I believe one of our women would put up 

with anything from a man here if he can only dance 
welL They have no self-respect.' 

Masters appeared to have very little himself at that 
moment, and not to care much what he said or did. 
He trembled all over with rage, and his Mend expected 
to see an immediate outbreak; but, as if recollecting 
himself, he suddenly stammered out something about 
the necessity of changing his boots, and limped off 
accordingly for that purpose. He was not gone more 
than five minutes, but in that time had contrived not 
only to supply his pedal deficiency, but also to take a 
drink by way of calming himself; and afber the drink 
he took a turn with Miss Friskin, and whirled her 
about the room till he knocked over two or three inno- 
cent bystanders, all which tended very much to compose 
his feelings. Ashbumer had a presentiment that some- 
thing would happen, and stayed longer that night than 
his wont ; indeed, till the end of the ball, which, as 
there was now no German cotillon, lasted till only one 
in the morning. 

But the imiversal panacea of the polka had its molli- 
fying effect on Masters, and everything might have 
passed off quietly but for an imlucky accident. Some 
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of the young Southerners had ordered up sundry bottles 
of champagne, and were drinking the same in a comer. 
Hunter, who was much given to toadying Southerners 
(another reason for Masters' dislike of him), mingled 
among them and partook of the inspiring beverage. In 
vmo Veritas is true as gospel, if you understand it 
rightly as meaning that wine developes a man's real 
nature. Hunter, being by nature gossipy and menda- 
cious, waxed more and more so with every glass of 
Heidseck he took down. Ashbumer chancing to pass 
near the group, had his attention arrested by hearing 
Masters' name. He stopped and listened; Hunter was 
going on with a prolix and somewhat confused story of 
some horse that Masters had sold to somebody, in 
which transaction Sumner was somehow mixed up, and 
the horse hadn't turned out well, and the purchaser 
wasn't satisfied, and so on. 

' If Masters hear this !' thought Ashbumer. 

And Masters did hear it very promptly, for Sedley 
was within ear-shot, and, delighted at having a piece 
of mischief to communicate, he tracked Harry out at 
the further extremity of the room, to inform him of the 
Hberties Storey Hunter waa taking with his name. 
Whereupon the slandered one, with all his wrath 
reawakened, traversed the apartment in time to hear 
the emphatic peroration that, 'bad as Sumner was, 
Masters was a thousand times worse.' 

* I can't stand this,' exclaimed he. ' Where's Frank 
Sumner?' Sumner was not visible. 'Ashbumer, wiQ 
you stand by me if there's a row V 

By this time the ball was breaking up, and Masters^ 
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on going back to look for his partj^ found that Mrs. M., 
like a true watering-place beUe, had gone off without 
waiting for him. This was exactly what he wanted. 
Keeping his eye on Hunter^ he followed liim out to the 
head of the staircase, where he had just been bidding 
good night to some ladies. No one was in sight but 
Ashbumer, who happened to be standing just outside 
the door-way. The fat man nodded to Harry as if they 
had been the best Mends in the world. 

' Curse his impudence !' exclaimed Masters, now 
fairly boiling over. ' Holla, you Hunter ! did you 
know you were an infernal scoundrel ? Because you 
are.' 

'What for?' quoth the individual in question, half 
sobered and half disconcerted by this unceremonious 
address. 

' And a contemptible blackguard,' oontiDiUed Masters, 
following up his verbal attack. 

' You're another,' retorted Hunter. 

Ashbumer wondered if the two men were going to 
stand slanging each other all night. 

' I ought to have pulled your nose three* years ago, 
and now take that !' and Masters, who had been 
working at his glove ever since the parley began, 
twitched it off and slapped Hunter in the face with it. 

When an Irishman sees two people fighting, or going 
to fight, his natural impulse is to urge them on. A 
Scotchman or an American tries to part them. A 
Frenchman runs after the armed force. An English- 
man does nothing but look quietly on, unless one side 
meets with foul play. Thus it was with Ashbumer in 
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the present instance. He took Masters' request 'to 
stand by him in case of a row/ au pied de la lettre. He 
stood by him, and that was alL 

As soon as Hunter felt the glove in his face he 
struck out at Masters, who stopped the blow very 
neatly, and seemed about to return it with a left- 
hander; then suddenly changing his style of attack, 
he rushed within the other's guard, and catching him 
by the throat with both hands, did his best to strangle 
him. Hunter, unable to call for help or to loosen the 
throttling grasp of his assailant, threw himself bodily 
upon him. As he was about twice Masters' size and 
weight, the experiment succeeded. Harry was thrown 
off his feet and precipitated against the banisters, 
which being of slight material, gave way like so much 
paper, and both men tumbled over into the landing- 
place below amid a great scattering of splinters. 
Lighting on their feet, they began to pommel each 
other without doing more damage than a couple of 
children, for they were at such close quarters and so 
blinded by rage that they hit wild; but Masters had 
caught his man by the throat again and was just 
getting him into chancery, - when Bell, Sedley, and 
some of the Southerners, attracted by the noise, ran 
down stairs, calling on the ' gentlemen ' to ' behave as 
such,' and words proving ineffectual, endeavouring to 
pull them apart; which was no easy matter, for 
Masters hung on like grim death, and when his hand 
was removed fix>m Hunter's coUar, caught him again 
by the nose, nor would he give up till Mr. Simpson, 
who was one of the stoutest and most active men in 
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the place, caught him up fix)ni behind and fairly 
carried him off to the haJl below. Then he seemed to 
come to himself all at once, and recollected that he 
had invited the remains of ' onr set ' to supper that 
night. And accordingly, after taking a rapid survey 
of himself in a glass, and finding that his &€e bore no 
marks of the conflict, and that his dress was not more 
disordered than a man's usually is when he has been 
polking all the evening, he went off to meet his com- 
pany, and a very merry time they had of it. Ash- 
burner was surprised to find that the spectators of the 
fray were able to ignore it so completely. If they had 
been old men and old soldiers, they coxdd not have 
acted with more discretion, and it was impossible to 
suspect from their conversation or manner that any- 
thing unpleasant had occurred. * These people do 
know how to hold their tongues sometimes,' thought 
he. 

Next morning, while strolling about before breakfast 
(he was the earliest riser of the young men in the 
place, as he did not dance or gamble), he heard firing 
in the pistol-gallery. He thought of his conversation 
with Masters and the occurrences of last night, and 
then recollected that he was out of practice himself 
and that there would be no harm in trying a few shots. 
So he strode over to the gallery, and there, to his 
astonishment, found on one side of the door the keeper, 
on the other Frank Sumner (who had given a most 
' devoted proof of friendship by getting up two hours 
earlier in the morning than he had ever been known 
to do before); and* between them Masters, blazing 
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away at the figure, and sweariag at himself for not 
making better shots. 

* Take time by the forelock,' you see, said he, as he 
recognised Ashbumer. ^ Nunqaomi rion pa/rcdus. The 
fellow will send me a challenge this morning, I suppose, 
and I want to be ready for him. I shall practise till 
the very moment I go out.' 

^ But do you know,' said the Englishman, ' if after 
that you should kill your man, we in our country 
should call it something very like murder V 

^ That may be,' answered Harry, as he let fly again, 
this time ringing the beU ; ' but we only call it practice.' 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

LIFE AT A WATERING-PLACR — ^THE LION IN 

THE TOILS. 

WHAT followed the events related in onr last 
number gave Ashbumer a lesson against making 
up his mind too hastily on any points of character, 
national or individual A fortnight after his arrival 
at Oldport he would have said that the Americans 
were the most communicative people he had ever &llen 
in with, and particularly, that the men of ' our set ' 
were utterly incapable of keeping secret any act or 
purpose of their lives, anything that had happened, or 
was going to happen. Now he was surprised at the 
discretion shown by the men cognizant of the late row 
(and they comprised all the fashionables leffc in the 
place, and some of the outsiders, like Simpson); their 
dexterity and skilfiil management, first, to prevent the 
afiair from coming to a fight, and then, if that were 
impossible, to keep it from publicity until the parties 
were safe over the border into Canada, where they 
might ' shoot each other like gentlemen,' as a young 
gentleman from Alabama expressed it. Sedley himself, 
whose officiousness had precipitated the quarrel, did all in 
his power to prevent any frirther mischief, and was as 
sedulous for the promotion of aUencio and misterio, as 
if he had been leader of a chorus of Venetian Senators. 
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The Sewer reporters, who, in their eagerness to collect 
every bit of gossip and scandal, would have given the 
ears which an outraged commmdty had permitted 
them to retain for a knowledge of the j&acas and its 
probable consequences, never had the least inkling of 
it. Indeed^ so quietly was the whole managed, that 
Ashbumer never made out the cause of the old feud, 
nor was able to form any opinion on the probability of 
its final issue. On the former point he could only 
come to the conclusion, from what he heard, that 
Hunter had been mythologizing, as his wont was, 
something to Masters' discredit several years before^ 
and had been trying to make mischief between him 
and some of his Mends or relations; but what the 
exact offence was, whether Bumner was involved in 
the quarrel from the first, and if so, to what extent; 
and whether the legend about the horse was a part o^ 
or only an addition to the original grievance; — on 
these particulars he remained in the dark. As to the 
latter, he knew that Hunter had not challenged 
Masters, and that he had left the place, but whether 
to look up a friend or not, no one seemed to know, or 
if they did, no one cared to teE At any rate, he did 
not return for a w«ek and more, during which turn 
Ashbumer had fall opportunity of studying the 
behaviour and feelings of a man with a dud in 
prospect. 

Those who defend and advocate the practice of 
dueling, if asked to explain the motives leading a 
gentleman to fight, would generally answer somewhat 
to this effect: — ^in the first place, personal courage^ 

o 
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which induces a man to despise danger and death, in 
comparison with any question affecting his own honour, 
•or that of those connected with him; secondly, a 
respect for the opinion of the society in which he 
moves, which opinion, to a certain extent, supplies and 
fixes the definition of honour. Hence it would follow 
that, — ^given a man who is neither physically brave, nor 
boimd by any particular respect for the opinion of his 
daily associates and the world he moves in, such a 
man woxdd not be likely to give or accept a challenge. 
The case under Ashbumer's observation afforded a 
palpable contradiction to this conclusion. 

Henry Masters was not personally valorous; what 
courage he possessed was rather of a moral than a 
physical kind. Where he appeared to be daring and 
heedless, it proved on examination to be the result of 
previous knowledge and practice, which gave him con- 
fidence and armed him with impunity. Thus he would 
drive his trotters at anything, and shave through 
' tight places ' on rough and crowded roads, his whiffle- 
trees tipping and his hubs grazing the surrounding 
wheels in a way that at first made Ashbumer shudder 
in spite of himself; but it was because his experience 
in wagon-driving enabled him to measure distances 
within half-an-inch, and to catch an available opening 
immediately. On the other hand, in their pedestrian 
trips across country in Westchester, he was very chary 
of jumping fences or ditches till he had ascertained by 
oarefiil practice his exact capacity for that sort of 
exercise. He would ride his black horse, Daredevil, 
who was the terror of all the servants and women in 
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his neighbourliood, because lie had made himself per- 
fectly acquainted with aU the animal's stock of tricks, 
and was fully prepared for them as they came; but 
he never went the first trip in a new steamboat or 
railroad line. He ate and drank many things con- 
sidered unhealthy, because he understood exactly from 
experience what and how much he could take without 
injury; but you could not have bribed him to sit 
fifteen minutes in wet boots. In short, he was a man 
who took excellent care of himself, ca/rmy as a Scot or 
a ISTew-Englander, loving the good things of life, and 
not disposed to hazard them on slight grounds. Then 
as to the approbation or disapprobation of those about 
him, he was almost entirely careless of it., On any 
point beyond the cut of a coat, the decoration of a 
room, the concoction of a dish, or the merits of a horse, 
there were not ten people in his own set whose opinion 
he heeded. To the remarks of foreigners he was a 
little more sensitive, but even these he was more apt to 
retort upon by a tu quoque than to be influenced by. 
Add to all this, that he had the convenient excuse oi 
being a communicant at church, which in America 
implies something like a formal profession of religion. 
Yet at this time he was not only willing, but most 
eager to fight. The secret lay in his state of reckless- 
ness. A moment of passion had overturned all his 
instincts, principles, and common-sense, and inspired 
him with the feverish desire to pay off his old debts 
to Storey Himter, at whatever cost. And as neither 
the possession of extraordinary personal courage, nor a 
high sense of conventional honour, nor a respect for 

o 2 
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the opinion of society, necessarily induces a feeling of 
recklessness, so neither does the absence of these 
qualities prevent the presence of this feeling, exactly 
the most fayourable one to ma^e a man engage in a 
duel. Moralists have called such a condition one of 
temporary madness, and it has probably as good 
grounds to be classed with insanity as many of the- 
pleas known to medical and criminal jurisprudence. 

Be this as it may, Ashbumer had a good opportunity 
of obserying — and the example^ it is to be hoped, was 
of service to him — ^the demoralization induced upon a 
man by the mere impending possibility of a dueL 
Masters seemed careless what he did. He danced 
frantically, and drank so much at all hours, that 
the Englishman, though pretty strong-headed himself, 
wondered how he could keep sober. He was openly 
seen reading The Blackguci/rd^a Own, a weekly of The 
Sewer species. He made up trotting-matches with 
every man in the place who owned a * fast crab,' and 
with some acquaintances at a distance, by correspon- 
dence. He kept studiously out of the way of his wife 
and chUd, lest their influence might shake his deter- 
mination. All this time he practised pistol-shooting 
most religiously. Neither of the belligerents had ever 
given a public proof of skill in this line. Hunter's 
ability was not known^ and Masters' shooting so uncer- 
tain and variable when any one looked on, that those 
iu the secret suspected him of playing dark and dis- 
guising his hand. All which added to the interest of 
the afi^dr. 

But when eleven days had passed without signs or 
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tidings of Hunter, and it seemed pretty clear that he 
had gone a,wa,j ' for good/ Masters started up one mom" 
ing, and went off himself to New York, at the same 
time with Harrison, whose brief and not very joyous 
holidays had come to a conclusion. He accompanied 
the banker, in accordance with the true American 
principle, always to haye a lion for your companion 
when you can ; and as Harrison was stiU a man of note 
in Wall-street, however small might be his influence in 
his own household, Masters liked to be seen with him, 
and to talk anything— ^ven stocks — ^to him, though he 
had no particular int^est in the market at that time. 
But whether an American is in busineBs himself or not, 
the subject of busineas >a generaUy an interesting on« 
to him, and he is always ready to gossip about dollars. 
The imexampled material development of the United 
States is only maintained by a condition of society 
which requires every man to take a share in aausting 
that development, and the most frivolous and apparently 
idle men are found sharp enough in pecuniary matters. 
This trait of national character lies on the sur&ce, and 
foreigners have not been slow to notice it, and to draw 
from it un&vourable conclusions. The supplementary 
and counterbalancing features of character to be observed 
in these very people, — ^that it is rather the fun of making 
the money than the money itself which th^ care for; 
that when it is made, they sp^id it freely, and part 
with it more readily than they earned it ; that they are 
more Liberal both in their public and private charities 
(considering the amount of their wealth, and of the 
claims upon it) than any nation in the world, — all these 
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traits strangers have been less ready to dwell upon and 
do justice to. ' 

Masters was gone, and Ashbumer stayed. Why? 
He had been at Oldport nearly a month ; the place was 
not particularly beautiful, and the routine of amuse- 
ments not at aU to his taste. Why did he stay? He 
had his secret, too. 

It is a melancholy but indisputable fact, that even 
in the most religious and moral country in the world, 
the bulwark of evangelical faith, and the home of the 
domestic virtues (meaning, of course, England), a great 
many mothers who have daughters to marry, are not so 
anxious about the real welfare, temporal and eternal, 
of their young ladies, as solicitous that they should 
acquire riches, titles, and other vanities of the world, — 
nay, that many of the daughters themselves act as if 
their everlasting happiness depended on their securing 
in matrimony a proper combination of the aforesaid 
vanities, and put out of account altogether the greatest 
prize a woman can gain — ^the possession of a true and 
loving heart, joined to a wise head. !N'ow, Ashbumer 
being a very good pa/rti at home, and having run the 
gauntlet of one or two London seasons, had become 
very skittish of mammas, and still more so of daughters. 
He regarded the unmarried female as a most dangerous 
and altogether to-be-avoided animal, and when you 
offered to introduce him to a young lady, looked about 
as grateful as if you had invited him to go up in a bal- 
loon. He expected to be rather more persecuted, if 
anything, in America than he had been at home; and 
when he met Miss Yanderlyn at Ravenswood, if his 



THE LION IN THE TOILS. 199 

first thought had found articulate expression, it would 
probably have been something like this : — ' Now that 
young woman is going to set her cap at me; what a 
bore it will be V 

Never was a man more mistaken ia his anticipations. 
He encountered many pretty girls, not at all timid, 
ready enough to talk, and flirty enough among their 
own set, but not one of them threw herself at him, and 
least of all did Miss Yanderlyn. Not that the young 
lady was the victim of a romantic attachment, for she 
was perfectly fSancy fi:ee and heart whole; nor, on the 
other hand, that she was at all iosensible to the advantages 
of matrimony, for she kept a very feir look-out in that 
direction, and had, if not absolutely down on her books, 
at least engraved on the recording tablets of her mind, 
four distinct young gentlemen, combining the proper 
requisites, any of whom would suit her pretty weU, and 
one of whom — she didn't much care which — she was 
pretty well resolved to marry within the next two 
years. And as she was stylish and rather handsome, 
clever enough, and tolerably provided with the root of 
all evil, besides having that fortunate good humour and 
accommodating disposition which go so far towards 
making a woman a belle and a favourite, there was a 
sufficient probability that before the expiration of that 
time, one of the four would offer himself. But all her 
calculations were foimded on shrewd common sense: 
her imagination took no flights, and her aspirations 
only extended to the ordinary and possibla That this 
young and strange Englishman, travelling as a part of 
education, the son of a great man, and probably 
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betrothed by proxy to some great man's daughter, or 
going into parliament to be a great man himself, and 
remain a bachelor for the best part of his life, — ^that 
between him and herself there shotdd be anything in 
common, any point of union which could make e^en a 
flirtation feasible, never entered into her head. She 
would as soon have expected the King of Dahomey to 
send an embassy with ostrich feathers in their caps, 
and rings in their noses, formally to ask her hand in 
marriage. Nay, even if the incredible event had coma 
to pass, and the young stranger had taken the 
initiative, even then she would not by any means 
have jumped at the bait. For in the first plaoe^ 
she was fuJlj imbued with the idea that the 
Yanderlyns were quite as good as any other people 
in the world, and that (the ordinary conceit of an 
American belle) to whatever man she might give 
her hand, all the honour would come from her side, 
and all the gain be his; therefore she would not have 
cared to come into a &mily who might suspect her of 
having inveigled their heir, and look down upon her as 
something beneath them, because she came from a 
country where there were no noblemen. Secondly^ 
there is a very general feeling among the best classes 
in America^ that no European worth anything at home 
comes to America to get married. The idea is evidently 
an imperfect generalization, and liable to exceptions; 
but the prevalence of it shows more modesty in the 
'Upper Ten's' appreciation of themselves than they 
usually have credit for. As soon, therefore;, as a foreigner 
begins to pay attention to a yoxmg lady in good society. 
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it is prtmd/ade ground of sospioion against him. The 
reader will see from all this how Httle chance there 
was of Ashbumer's running any danger from the unmar- 
ried women about him. With the married ones the 
case was somewhat different. It may be remembered 
that at his first introduction to Mrs. Henry Masters, 
the startling contrast she exhibited to the adulation 
he had been accustomed to receive, totally put him 
down; and that afterwards she softened off the rough 
edge of her satire, and became very piqiuxnte and pleas- 
ing to him. And as she greatly amused him, so he 
began to suspect that she was rather proud of having 
such a lion in her tram, as no doubt she was, notwith- 
standing the somewhat rough and cub^Hke stage of his 
existence. So he began to hang about her and follow 
her around in his green, awkward way, and look large 
notes of admiration at her ; and she was greatly diverted, 
and not at all displeased at his attentions. I don't 
know how far it might have gone; Ashbum^ was a 
very correct and moral young man as the world goes, 
but rath^ because he had generally business enough on 
hand to keep him out of mischief than from any high 
religious principle; and I am afraid that, in spite of 
the claims of propriety, and honour, and friendship, and 
the avenging Zeus of hospitality, and every other 
restraining motive, he would have &llen very much in 
love with Mrs. Masters but for one thing. 

He was hopelessly in love with Mrs. Harrison. How 
or when it began he couldn't tell; but he found himself 
under the influence imperceptibly, as a man feels him- 
sebT intoxicated. Sometimes he &ncied that there had 
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been a kind of love at first sight — ^that with the first 
glimpse he had of her, something in his heart told him 
that that woman was destined to exert a mastery over 
him; jet his feelings must have undergone a change 
and growth, for he would not now have listened to any 
one speaking of her as Masters had done at that time. 
Why it was, he could still less divine. His was cer- 
tainly not the blind admiration which sees no fault in 
its idol; he saw her faults plainly enough, and yet 
could not help himself. He often asked himself how it 
happened that if he was doomed to endure an iUicit 
and unfortunate passion, it was not for Mrs. Masters 
rather than Mrs. Harrison; for the former was at least 
as clever, certainly handsomer, palpably younger, indu- 
bitably more lady-like, and altogether a higher style ot 
woman. Yet with this just appreciation of them, there 
was no comparison as to his feelings towards the two. 
The one amused and delighted him when present ; the 
other, in her absence, was ever rising up before his 
mind's eye, and drawing him after her; and when they 
met, his heart beat quicker, and he was more than 
usually awkward and confused. Perhaps there had 
been, in the very origin of his entanglement and passion, 
some guiding impulse of honour, some sense that Mas- 
ters had been his Mend and entertainer, and that to 
Harrison he was under no personal obligations. For 
there are many shades of honour and dishonour in dis- 
honourable thoughts, and a little principle goes a great 
way with some people, like the wind commemorated by 
Joe Miller's Irishman, of which there was not much^ 
hv^ what there was, was very high. 
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Be this as it may, he was lovuig to perdition— or 
thought so, at least; and it is hard to discriminate in a 
very yoimg man's case between the conceit and the 
reality of love. His whole heart and mind were taken 
up with one great, all-pervading idea of Mrs. Harrison, 
and he was equally unable to smother and to express 
his flame. He was dying to make her a present of 
something, but he could send nothing without a fear of 
exciting suspicion, except bouquets; and of these floral 
luxuries, though they were only to be procured at Old- 
port with much trouble and expense, she had always a 
supply from other quarters. He did not like to be one u 
of a number in his offerings; he wanted to ^ay her \ 
some peculiar tribute. He would have liked to fight 
some man for her, to pick a quarrel with some one who 
had said something against her. Proud and sensitive 
to ridicule as he was, he would have laid himself down 
in her way, and let her walk over him, could he have 
persuaded himself that she would be gratified by such a 
proof of devotion, and that it would help his cause with 
her. 

Had Masters been in Oldport now, there might have 
been trouble, inasmuch as he was not particular about 
what he said, and not too well disposed towards Mrs. 
Harrison, while Ashbumer was just in the state of 
mind to have fought with his own Either on that theme. 
But Masters was away, and his absence at this time 
was not a source of regret to Ashbumer, who felt a 
little afraid of him, and with some reason, for our friend 
Harry was as observant as if he had a fly's allowance 
of eyes, and had a knack of finding out things without 
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looking fop them, and of knowing things without asking 
about them ; and he would assuredly have noticed that 
Ashbumer began to be less closely attached to his 
party, and to follow in the train of Mrs. Harriscm. As 
for Clara Masters, she never troubled herself about the 
Englishman's falling off in his attentions to her; if 
anything, she was rather glad of it ; her capricious dis- 
position made her tire of a friend in a short time ; she 
could not endure any one's iminterrupted company — 
not even her husband's, who therefore wisely took care 
to absent himself from her several times eveiy year. 

Moreover, though Ashbumer was seen in attendance 
on the lioness, it was not constantly or in a pointed 
manner. He was still fighting with himself and, like 
a man run away with, who has power to guide his 
horse though not to stop him, he was so hr able to 
manage his passion as to keep it &om an open display. 
So absolutely no one suspected what was the matter 
with him, or that there was anything the matter with 
hiTTij except the lady herself Catch a woman not 
finding out when a man is in love with her ! Some- 
times she may delude herself with imagining a passion 
where none exists, but she never makes the converse 
mistake of failing to perceive it wliere it does. And 
how did the gay Mrs. Harrison, knowing and perceiving 
herself to be thus loved, make use of her knowledge 1 
What alteration did it produce in her conduct. and 
bearing towards her admirer ? Absolutely none at alL 
Precisely a? she had treated him at their first intro- 
duction did she Continue to treat him — as if he were 
one of her everyday acquaintances, and nol^hing more. 
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And it is precisely tliis line of action that ntterly 
breaks down a man^s defences, and makes him more 
hopelessly than ever the slave of his fair conqueror. If 
a woman declares open hostilities against him, runs 
him down behind his back, snubs him to his &«ce, 
shuns his society,-^this at least shows that she con- 
siders his attachment of some consequence — consequence 
enough to take notice of, though the notice be un&r 
vourable. His self-respect may come to the rescue, or 
his piqued vanity may save him by converting love 
into enmity. But a perseverance in never noticing his 
love, and feigning to be ignorant of its existence, com- 
pletely establishes her supremacy over him. 

A Frenchman, who has conceived designs against a 
married lady, only seeks to throw dnsfc in the hus- 
band's eyes, and then if he cannot succeed in his final 
object, at least to establish sufficient intimacy to give 
hdm a plausible pretext for saying that he has suc- 
ceeded; for in such a matter he is not scrupulous about 
lying a little— or a great deal. An American, bad 
enough for a similar intention (which usually pre-sup- 
poses a considerable amount of FcMrisiamzoUion), acts 
much like a Frenchman — if anythiug, rather worse. 
An Englishman is not usually moved to the desire of 
an intrigue by vanity, but driven into it by sheer 
passion, and his £rst impulse is to run bodily off with 
the object of his misplaced affection; to take her and 
himself out of the country, as if he could thereby 
travel out of his moral responsibilities. Beader, did 
you ever notice, or having noticed, did you ever 
ponder upon the geographical distribution of morals 
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and propriety which is so marked and almost peculiar 
a feature of the Anglo-Saxon mind? In certain out- 
ward looks and habits, the English may be unchange- 
able and unmistakeable all over the globe ; but their 
ethical code is certainly not the same at home and 
abroad. It is pretty much so with an American, too, 
before he has become irreparably Parisianized. When 
he puts on his travelling habits he takes off his puritan 
habits, and makes light of doing things abroad which 
he would be the first to anathematize at home. Observe, 
we are not speaking of the deeply religious, nor yet 
of the openly profligate class in either country, but of 
the general run of respectable men who travel; they 
regard a great part of their morality and their manners 
as intended solely for home consumption; while a 
Frenchman or a German, if his home standard is not 
so high, lives better up to it abroad. And yet many 
Englishmen, and some Americans, wonder why their 
countrymen are so unpopular as foreign travellers ! 

Ashbumer, then, wanted to run away with Mrs. 
Harrison. How he could have supported her never 
entered into his thoughts, nor did he consider what 
the effect would be on his own prospects. He did not 
reflect, either, how miserably selfish it was in him, 
after all, to expect that this woman would give up 
her fortune and position, her children, her unbounded 
legitimate domination over her husband, for his boyish 
passion, and how infinitesimally small the probability 
that she would do so crazy a thing. Nor did Harrison 
ever arise before his mind as a present obstacle or 
future danger; and this was less firantic thaia most of 
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his overlookings. The broker was a strong and 
courageous man, and probably had been once very 
much in love with his wife; but at that time, so fex 
from putting a straw in the way of any man who 
wanted to relieve him of her, he would probably have 
been willing to pay his expenses into the bargain. 

But how to declare his passion — ^that was the 
question. He saw that the initiatory steps, and very 
decided ones, must be taken on his part ; and it was 
not easy to find the lady alone ten minutes together. 
People lived at Oldport as if they were in the open air, 
and the volimteer police of ordinary gossip made 
private interviews between well-known people a matter 
of extreme difficulty. A Frenchman similarly placed 
would have brought the afi&iir to a crisis much sooner : 
he would have found a thousand ways of disclosing his 
feelings, and at the same time dexterously leaving 
himself a loop-hole of escape. Yery clever at these 
things are the Gauls; they will make an avowal in fiill 
ball-room, under cover of the music, if there is no other 
chance to be had. But tact in love affairs is not a 
characteristic of the Englishman, especially at Ash- 
burner's age. He had none of this mischievous dex-' 
terity; perhaps it is just as well when a man has not, 
both for himself and for society. He thought of 
writing, and actually began many letters, or notes, or 
billet-doux, or whatever they might be called; but they 
always seemed so absurd (as truly they were), that he 
invariably tore them up when half-finished. He 
thought of serving up his fiame in verse (for about this 
time the unhappy youth wrote many verses, which on 
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his return to sanity he very wisely made away with); 
but his emotion lay too deep for verse, and his per- 
formances seemed even to himself too ridiculous for 
him to dream of presenting them. StiU he must make 
a beguming somehow; he could not ask her to run 
away with him apropos of nothing. 

One of his great anxieties, you may be sure, was to 
find out if any other man stood in his way, and who 
that man might be. His first impulses were to be 
indiscriminately jealous of every man he saw talking 
or walking with her; but on studying out alone the 
result of his observations, he could not discover that 
she afiEected any one man more than another. For this 
was one of her happy arts, that she made herseli 
attractive to all without showing a marked preference 
for any one. Bell, who among his other accomplish- 
ments had a knack of quoting the standard poets, 
compared her to Pope's Belinda — saying, that her lively 
•looks disclosed a sprightly mind, and that she extended 
smiles to all, and favours to none. So that Ashbumer's 
iealousy could find no fixed object to light on. At 
one time he had been terribly afraid of Le Boi, chiefly 
^firom having heard the lady praise him for his accom- 
plishments and agreeable manners. But once he heard 
Sedley say, that Mrs. Harrison had he&i worrying 
Le Boi half out of his wits, and qtdte out of his 
temper. 
'How so?' 

/Oh, she was praising you, sand saying how much 
she liked the English character, and how true and 
honest your coimtrymen were — so much more to be 
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depended on than tlie French — and more manly, too ; 
and altogether she worked him up into such a rage 
against ces insulaires^ that he went off readj to swear.' 

And then Ashbamer suspected what he afterwards 
became certain of — ^that this was only one of the 
pleasant Httle ways the woman had of amusing herself 
Wha:iever she found two men who were enemies, or 
rivals, or antagonists in any way, she would praise each 
to the other, on purpose to aggravate them : and very 
successful she was in her purpose; for she had the 
greatest appearance of sincerity, and whatever she 
said seemed to come right out of her heart. But if 
any lingering fears of Le Boi still haunted the English- 
man's mind, they were dispelled by his departure along 
with the main body of the exclusives. Though always 
proud to be seen in the company of a conspicuous 
character like Mrs. Harrison, the Yicomte more par- 
ticularly cultivated the £»shionables proper, and gladly 
embraced the opportunity of following in the train of 
the Bobinsons. 

Perhaps, after all, Ashbumer would have preferred 
being able to concentrate his suspicions upon one 
definite person, to feeling a vague distrust of somebody^ 
he knew not whom, especially as the presence of a rival 
might have brought the affair to a crisis sooner. To 
a crisis it was approaching, nevertheless, for his passion 
now began to teU on him. He looked pale, and grew 
nervous and weak — ^lay awake at nights, which he had 
never done before, except when going in for the Tripos 
at Cambridge — and was positively off his feed, which 
he had never been at any previous period of his life. 

p 
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He thought of tearing himself awaj from the place — 
the wisest course, doubtless; but, just as he had made 
up his mind to go by the next stage, Mrs. Harrison, 
as if she divined what he was about, would upset all 
his plans by a few words, or a look or smile — some 
little expression which meant nothing, and could never 
be used against her; but which, by a man in his state, 
might be interpreted to mean a great deal 

One morning the crisis came — ^not that there was 
any particular reason for it then more than at any 
other time, only he could hold out no longer. It was 
a beautiM day, and they had been strolling in one 
of the few endurable walks the place afforded — a 
winding alley near the hotel, but shrouded in trees, 
and it was just «t the time when most of the 
inhabitants were at ten-pins, so that they were 
tolerably alone. Now, if ever, was the time ; but the 
more he tried to introduce the subject, the less possible 
he foimd it to make a beginning, and all the while he 
could not avoid a dim suspicion that Mrs. Harrison 
knew perfectly what he was trying to drive at, and 
took a mischievous pleasure in saying nothing to help 
'him along. So they talked about his travels and hers, 
and great people in England and France, and all sorts 
of people then at Oldport, and the weather even — 
all manner of ordinary topics; and then they walked 
some time without saying anything, and then they 
went back to the hotel. There he felt as if his last 
chance wos dipping a^y from him, and in a 
sudden fit of desperate courage he followed her up 
to her parlour without waiting for an invitation. 
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Hardly was the door closed — ^he would have given 
the world to have locked it — when he begged her 
*to listen to him a few minutes on a subject of the 
greatest importance.' The lady opened her iMge round 
eyes a little wider; it was the only sign she gave of 
anything approaching to surprise. Then the yoimg 
man unbosomed himself just as he stood there— not 
upon his knees; people used to do that — in books, at 
least — ^but nobody does now. He told her how long 
he had been in love with her — ^how he thought of her 
all day and all night, and how wretched he was — how 
he had tried to subdue his passion, knowing it was very 
wrong, and so forth; but really he couldn't help it, 
and — and — ^there he stuck &ist ; for all the time he had 
been making this incoherent avowal, like one in a 
dream, hardly knowing what he was about, but con- 
scious only of taking a decisive step, and doing a very 
serious thing in a very wild way — all this time, never- 
theless, he had most closely watched Mrs. Harrison, to 
anticipate his sentence in some look or gesture of hers. 
And he saw that there did not move a line in her 
fece, or a muscle in her whole figure — not a fibre of 
her dress even stirred. If she had been a great block 
of white marble, she could not have shown less feeling, 
as she stood up there right opposite him. K he had 
asked her to choose a waistcoat-pattern for him^ she 
could not have heard him more quietly. As soon as he 
had fairly paused, so that she could speak without 
immediate interruption, she took up the reply. It was 
better that he should go no further, as she had already 
understood quite enougL She was very sorry to give 

P 2 
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him pain — it was always unpleasant to give pain to any 
one. She was also very sorry that he had so deceived 
himself, and so misapprehended her character, or mis- 
understooa her conversation. He was very yoimg yet, 
and had sense enough to get over this very soon. Of 
course, she would never hear any repetition of such 
language from him ; and, on her part, she would never 
mention what had occurred to any one — especially not 
to Mr. Harrison (it was the first time he had ever 
heard her allude to the existence of that gentleman); 
and then she wound up with a look which scdd as 
plainly as the words could have done, ' Now, you may 

Ashbumer moved off in a more than usual state of 
oonfdsion. As he approached the door it opened sud> 
denly, and he nearly walked over one of the little 
Bleeckers, a flourishing specimen of Young New York, 
with about three yards of green satin round his throat, 
and both his hands fall of French novels, which he had 
been commissioned to bring from the circulating library. 
Ashbumer felt Kke choking him, and it was only by a 
great effort that he contrived to pass him with a barely 
civil species of nod. But as he went out, he could not 
re&ain from casting one glance back at Mrs. Harrison. 
She had taken off her bonnet (which in America is 
denominated a hat), and was tranquilly arranging her 
hair at the glass. 

Somehow or other he found his way down stairs, and 
rushed off into the coimtry on a tearing walk, enraged 
and disgusted with everything, and with himself most 
of alL When a man has made up his mind to commit 
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a sin, and tlien has been disappointed in the fruition of 
it — ^when he has sold the birthright of his integrity, 
■without getting the miserable mess of pottage for it 
which he expected, his feelings are not the most envi- 
able. Ashbumer was angry enough to marry the first 
heiress he met with. First, he half resolved to get up 
a desperate flirtation with Mrs. Masters; but the suc- 
cess of his first attempt was not encouraging to the 
prosecution of a second. To kill himself was not in his 
line; but he felt very like killing some one else. He 
still feared he might have been made a screen for some 
other man. But if the other man existed, he could 
only be reached by fighting successively all the single 
men of ^ our set/ and a ftir sprinkling of those in the 
second set. Then he thought he must at least leave 
the place ; but his pride still revolted at the idea of 
running away before a woman. Finally, after walking 
about ten miles, and losing his dinner, he sobered down 
gradually, and thought what a fool he had been; and 
the issue of his cogitations was a very wise double con- 
clusion. He formed a higher opinion of the virtue of 
American women, and he never attempted any experi- 
ments on another. 
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CHAPTER IX 



A TROT ON THE ISLAND. 



ASHBURNER did leave Oldport after all, before 
the end of tlie season, being persuaded to accom- 
pany a conntryman and schoolmate of his (whom he 
had last seen, two years before, in Connaught, and who 
now happened to pass a day or two at Oldport, on his 
way Canada-ward from the south) in a trip to the 
White Mountains of New Hampshire; though his 
American acquaintances^ especially the ladies, tried 
hard to dissuade him from starting before the grand 
&ncy ball, with which the season terminated, assuring 
him that most of ' our set' would come back, if only for 
that one night, and that it would be a very splendid 
afi^r, and so forth. Nature had more charms for him 
than art, and he went away to New Hampshire, mak- 
ing an appointment with Masters by letter to meet him 
at Ravenswood early in September. But a traveller 
cannot make sure of his movements a fortnight a-head. 
On his return from the White Moimtains, Ashbumer 
had his pocket picked at a railway station (these little 
incidents of highly civilized life are beginning to happen 
now and then in America ; the inhabitants repudiate 
any native agency therein, and attribute them all to 
the swell-mob emigrants from England), and, in conse- 



A TROT ON THE ISLAND. 215 

quence, was obliged to retrace his steps as fiir as New 
York to visit his banker. Almost the first person he 
ran against in the street was Henry Masters. 

* This is an unexpected pleasure !' exclaimed the New 
Yorker. ^ I never thought to see you here ; and you, 
I presume, didn't expect to meet me.' Ashbumer 
explained his mishap. * Well, I meant to go straight 
over to Ravenswood after the ball; but we had to come 
home— all of us this time—on business. Lots of French 
furniture arrived for our town-house. Mrs. M. couldn't 
rest till she had seen it all herseL^ and had it properly 
arranged. So here have I been five days, fussing, and 
i>aying, and swearing (legally, you understand, not pro- 
fenely) at the custom-house, and then * hazing' — ^what 
you call slanging — ^upholsterers; and now that the 
work is all over, I mean to take a little play, and am 
just going over to see Lady Suffolk and Trustee trot on 
the island. Come along. It's a beautiful drive of 
eight miles, and I have a top-waggon. It is to meet 
me at the Park in a quarter of an hour. Ashbumer 
assented. *I want to buy some cigars; you have no 
objection to accompany me a moment?' 

So they turned down one of the cross-streets running 
out of the lower part of Broadway (which, it may be 
here mentioned, for the benefit of English readers and 
writers, is not called the Broadway), and entered a 
* store' five or six stories high, with two or three dif- 
ferent firms on each floor; and Masters led the way up 
something between a ladder and a staircase into a small 
office, with * Bleecker Brothers' dimly visible on a tin 
plate over the door. Three-fourths of the apartment 
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were filled up with all manner of inviting samples, 
every wine, liquor and liqueur under the sun, in every 
variety of bottle or vial, thick with the dust of years, 
or open for immediate tasting; and through the dingy 
panes of a half-gla^ door a multitudinous array of 
bottles might ]jfe seen loading the numerous shelves of 
a large store-room beyond. In a small clearing at one 
comer, where a small desk was kept in countenance by 
a small table, and three or four old chairs, with a back- 
ground of shelves groaning under the choicest brands 
of the fragrant weed, sat the presiding deities of the 
place — ^the two little Bleeckers, — ^the dark brother of 
thirty-five, and the light brother of twenty, like two 
sketches of the same man in dialk and charcoal; both 
elegantly dressed — ^white trousers, patent leather shoes, 
exuberant cravats, massive chains, and all the usual 
paraphernalia of Young New- York — altogether looking 
as much in place as a couple of butterflies in an ant-hilL 

' Good morning, gentlemen,' said Masters. ' Here's 
our Mend Ashbumer;' and he pushed forward the 
Englishman. The brothers rose^ laid down the morn- 
ing journals, over which they had been lounging, and 
welcomed the stranger to their place of business. 
* What's the news this morning V 

* Nothing at all, I bdieve,' replied the Mear. ' South 
Carolina has been threatening to dissolve the Union 
again — and that's no news. Stay, here, yon can see for 
yourself;' and he handed one mammoth sheet to Mas- 
ters, and the o€her to Ashbumer. The first thing that 
struck the JBnglishman's eye in his was an article which, 
from its being written in lines of unequal length, he 
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judged to be Terse, so, being a bold man, he went at it, 
and read as follows : — 

'feegrave's wkath. 

The Archbishop sits in his easy chfiir, 
Best maboganj, padded with care, 
After as nice and cosy a dinner 
As ever comforted saint or sinner. 
Why should he look cross, 
And bis head often toss ? 
Was there anything wrong in the Tartare sauee ? 
After so good a meal why should he be grave ? 
What is the matter with Archbishop Feegrave ? 

Ah, well may Johnny look sour and frown, 

And bring his fist on the table down 
With such a fling 
That the glasses ring ! 
For this very evening has brought him news 
Enough to give him a fit of the blues. 
He had laid out a burying-ground of his own- 
That is of liis Church's — ^and there alone 
Had ordered Iiis flock to take their repose 
When their earthly woes were brought to a close ; 
And a paper mendacious, 
Of humbug voracious, 
(Perhaps you have seen it or heard the fame of it ; 

An Anti-Saxon, Papist journal : 
Lie-teller was of old the name of it. 

Now 'tis known as the Slave's Diurnal:) 
A paper of which he had the discredit or 
Doubtful renown of being the editor, 

Took up the song all the day long, 
Bidding the duckies to come and be buried, 
But still there were few to Williamsburg ferried; 
For the biggest bugs of the Papist set 
Were not convinced by their primate yet. 
Elstob the Swede, and Be Ronai the Frank, 
Who had a good balanee, 'twas said, at the bank. 
And Hamel the Swiss, and Mdaters the Teuton, 
(As honest a horseman as ever drew boot on^ 
And all the belligerent noisy array 
Of the * first flower of earth and first jim of the sav/ 

Phelan the jockey, and Mullins the farrier. 

Borrow the banker, and Eelley the earner. 
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And Ljnch the Tombs lawyer, a pleader well known 
To get in a trial at least all his own, 
And Barney Brallagban, 
And bis crony O'Callegfaan, 
(Who often in rows bad with bim to tbe rally gone, 
As Virgil says, proxtmus ardei Ocalegok)^ 

['Antithesis, I sappose, like cUi for iUi^ said the 
EnglishTnan to himself.] 

All, all, to a man, determined to try at 

Practising * private judgment' a little, 
BesolTed not to care for Johnny F.'s fiat. 

Nor heed of his mandate a single tittle. 
But they and their families buried would be 
Under tbe shady Greenwood tree. 

This obstacle placed in the Archbishop's path 

Awakened his innate and national wrath, 

(For Caelum of old said a poet most wary. 

Nan animiitn mutant qui currunt trans mare). 

In Latin suspicious, and English as bad, 

He let off the very worst oaths to be had : 

' Per pokerum sanctum ! per iUud et hoc! 

Now bavn't I, sure, got an illigint flock ! 

And all their remonstrance such impudent gabble is, 

Efficiat me meliorem Diaholus / 

Scelestissimi scelestorum ! 

Heretecissimi hereticorum ! 
Bring me my inkstand, and see how FU floor *em !' 

Ashbumer having gone thus &r into the doggerel, 
found it utterly impossible to get any ftirther, partly, 
because he did not in the least understand what it was 
about, partly for other obvious reasons, so he looked up 
for explanation, and had not to look long or &r. 

* Ah, I see you've hit upon something of mine,' said 
Masters, whose glance had already taken in Ashbumer 
and the pa^r and what he was reading, and apparently 
at least half of what he was thinking. ' Of course you 
are not up to the allusions. Feegrave is the Popish 
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archbishop here : there is a big cemetery at Greenwood, 

Long Island, — one of onr lions, the "New York Fere la 

Chaise — I must take you there some day — ^where all 

people of aU religions are buried ; and it turned out a 

good investment for the company that owned it, and 

Feegrave thought it would pay to have a cemetery of 

his own ; accordingly he set up one, and ordered all the 

faithful to be buried there at six dollars a-head, and 

upwards, 

Under pain of citation, 
Excommunication, 
And something still awfuller ending in ation. 

But some of the sheep were not so sheepish, and grew 
contimiacious, and hinted that whereas in several 
European countries Catholics and Protestants were 
buried side by side, and still more, whereas the arch- 
bishop himself had consecrated graves in Greenwood, 
therefore, <fec. — in short they wouldn't be done. Then 
Feegrave waxed wrath, and made a vast splutter, and 
called them liars, and other hard names, just as your 
Irish patriots do.' 

* Exactly,' said Ashburner, who had had some expe- 
rience of such gentry. ' Your thorough-going Papist's 
rule is, to tell as many lies as he can himself, and call 
all his opponents liars as often as possible. It's a figure 
of speech that answers very well with a certain class of 
hearers and readers. And who has got the best of this 
dispute V 

^No one as yet,' said the elder Bleecker, 'but you 
may bet your life on the archbishop in the end. He is 
a clever old scamp, and generally manages to carry his 
point. He don't get put down often.' 
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' Except when he meets Thunderbolt in a rail-car/ 
said Masters. 'Did you ever hear that stoiy? 

* + John of New York,' — cross Johrhy as my brother Carl 
used to call him — ^was in the same rail-car with Thim- 
derbolt, coming from Philadelphia to New York; and 
the Congressman didn't know who he was, but probably 
suspected he was a priest. 

' You can generally tell a priest by his looks. Etbu 
an intelligent horse will do that. Once I was riding 
with one of our bishops near Boston, and his nag shied 
suddenly at a man in a broad-brimmed hat. Says the 
right reverend (we don't caU 'em * my lord' in this 
country, you know, Ashbumer), * I shouldn't wonder if 
that was a Bomish priest;' and we looked again, and it 
was. There was a Protestant horse for you ! What a 
trea£nire he would have been to an Orangeman ! 

^ So Thunderbolt began to abuse the Boman Catholics 
generally, and the priests particularly, and 'that brawl- 
ing bigot, Johnny Feegrave,' most particularly. Fee- 
grave, who is a wary man, polite, and self-possessed, 
sat through it all without saying a word; till another 
gentl^nan in the car asked Thunderbolt if he knew 
who that was opposite him. He didn't know. ' It's 
Bishop Feegrave,' says the other, in a half whisper. 

* Are you Bishop Feegrave V exclaims the native, quite 
off his guard. ' They call me so,' answered the other, 
with a quiet snule, expecting to enjoy the hiuniliating 
confusion of his denouncer; and the other passengers 
shared in the expectation, and were prepared for a titter 
at Thunderbolt's expense. But instead of attempting 
any apology, or showing any further embarrassment, 
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he piilled out an eye-glass, and after looking at the 
Jesuit through it for some time, thus announced the 
result of his inspection — ^ Oh, you are, are you ? "Well, 
you're just the kind of looking loafer I should have 
expected Johnny Feegrave to be.' ' 

' Is that story 1/rue, Masters % ' asked the elder brother. 

' I read it in a newspaper,' said Harry, looking as 
innocent and sanctimonious as a Jesuit caught in a 
— ^reservation. 

The two Bleeckers roared. It is a standing Ameri- 
can joke to say of the biggest possible hoax or c<ma/rdy 
^ I read it in a newspaper, and it must be true.' 

'I don't belieYe Feegrave was much disconcerted 
either,' said the head of the firm; 'he doesn't lose his 
balance easily. I never heard of his being put out but 
once, and that waa when €k>vemor Bonkers met him. 
He was a jolly old Dutchman, Mr. Ashbumer, who 
used to go aboat electioneering, and asking every num 
he came across — how he was, and how his wife and 
fiunily were. When Bishop Feegrave was introduced 
to him, they thought the governor would know enough 
to vary the usual question a little; but he didn't, and 
asked after the Eomish bishop's wife and family with 
all possible innocence; and Feegrave, for once in his 
life, was nonplussed what to answer.' 

' Ah, but you haven't told the end of that,' put in 
Masters. ' When the governor's friends tried to explain 
to him the mistake he had made, and the category the 
Bomish ecclesiastics were in, he said, ' yas, I see, 1 
should have asked after his lady and not after his wife.' 
As you say, Feegrave generally has his wits about him, 
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no doubt. He played our custom-house a trick that 
they wiU not forget in a hurry. Soon after General 
Harrison and the Whigs came in, and Danielson was 
made collector of our port, there arrived a great lot of 
what the French call a/rtides de religion^ robes, cruci- 
fixes, and various ornaments for Feegrave's cathedral. 
Now these were all French goods, and subject to duty, 
and a notification to that effect was sent to the proper 
quarter. Down comes Feegrave in a great rage. * Mr. 
Danielson, Mr. Danielson, we never had to do this 
before. Your predecessor, Mr. Hoyt, always let our 
articles of religion in firee of duty.' * Can't help what 
my predecessor, Mr. Hoyt, used to do,' says Danielson ; 
' the law is so and so, as I understand it, and these 
articles are subject to duty. If you like, you may pay 
the duties under protest, and bring a suit against Uncle 
Sam* to recover the money.' (You see, the Loco Focos 
had always favoured the Romish priests to get the Irish 
vote. The' Whigs didn't in those days — ^it was before 
our side had been corrupted by Seward, and such 
miserable demagogues ; and Danielson wasn't sorry to 
see his political opponent the bishop in a tight place.) 
After Feegrave had blustered awhile, and found it did 
no good, he tried the other tack, and began to expostu- 
late. ' Is there no way at all, Mr. Danielson,' says he, 
' by which these articles may be passed free of duty 1 ' 
' None at all,' says the other, * unless' — and he paused, 
hardly knowing whether it would do to hint at such a 
thing, even in jest — ' unless, bishop, you are willing to 
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swear that these are tools of ycrwr trade,^ 'And sure 
they are that!' quoth Feegrave, snapping him up, 
* bring on your book;' and he had the goods sworn 
through in less than no time, before Danielson could 
recover himself.' 

'Not a bad hit,' said the Englishman. 'Tools ot 
his trade ! So they were, sure enough ; but one would 
not have expected him to own it so cooUy.' 

'Unless there was something to be got by it,' 
continued Masters. 'Now, this is true — every word 
of it, though it has been in the newspapers; and the 
way I came to find it out was this. One day I saw in 
the advertising colimms of The Blvmder cmd Blaster, a 
circular from the Secretoury of the Treasv/ry, stating 
that ' crucifixes, whether of silver or copper, images, 
silk and velvet vestments, and theological books, did 
not come under the head of tooh of trade, but were 
subject to duty.' It was a funny-looking notice, and 
there was evidently something behind it; so I took 
the trouble to iaquire, and found that the cause of the 
order was this clever stroke of Feegrave. Going to 
the trot to-day V 

The yoimger brother was going, and it was near the 
time when he expected his wagon. Dicky wasn't. 
He had given up trots ten years ago — thought them 
low. 

' Give me a few cigars before we go,' said Masters. 
'What have you here that's first-rate? Carbajal, 
Firmezas, AntigUedad. H — ^m. I'll take a dozen 
Firmezas, and you may send me the rest of the box.' 

' Don't you want some champagne— veritable Cordon 
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Bleu — only fourteen dollars a-dozen, and a discount if 
you take six cases V 

'And if you wish to secure some tall Lafitte, we 
bought some odd bottles at old Yan Zandt*s sale the 
other day. You remember drinking that wine at 
Wilson's last summer T 

Masters remembered it p^eetly, and would take 
the Lafitte by all' means. ^Put that down, Mr. 
Snipes ;' and for the first time ABhbumer was aware 
of the clerk — a very young gentleman, who appeared 
from behind the desk, and booked the order at it. 
'And how about the champagne V 

^Ty pensera/i. Time to go. Vamo8.^ And Masters 
carried off his Mend. 

'You were a little taken aback, weren't you 9' he 
asked, as they went in quest of the wagon. 'When 
you saw these men figuring in the German cotillon, 
and helping to lead the &shion at Oldport, you hardly 
expected to encounter them in such a place. Well, 
now, let me tell you something that will astonish you 
yet more. So iax from its being against these brothers 
in society that they are, what you would call in plain 
English, a superior order of grocers, it is positively in 
their &,Y0ur; that is to say, they are more respected, 
better received, and stand a better chance of marrying 
well, than if they did nothing. They might do nothing 
if they chose. They had enough to live very well on 
en gci/rg<m. The Bleeckers are one of our best known 
and most thoroughly respectable families. The sons 
had no taste for books; they have a very good taste for 
wine and cigairs, and have undertaken what they are 
best fit for. It's better than being nominal lawyers.' 
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* Pecuniarily, no doubt; but is it as good for the 
whole development of the individual ? Was it you, or 
your Mend Harrison, who instanced Richard Bleecker 
as a man who had made no progress in anything manly 
for fifteen years V 

' That is the feiult of his natural disposition, which 
would not be bettered by his making believe to be a 
professional man, or being an avowedly idle one. He 
is jfrivolous and ornamental for a part of his time — 
during the rest, he has his business to occupy him. If 
he had not that, he would spend all his time in elegant 
idleness, and know no more than he does now. His 
pursuits bring him in money, which will be a comfort 
to his wife and family when he marries — ^though, to be 
sure, he is rather ancient for that; a single man at 
thirty-five is with us a confirmed old bachelor. But 
his brother is in a fair way to form a nice establish- 
ment.' 

* Now tell me another thing. Suppose the Bleeckers 
had chosen to become jewellers or merchant tailors — 
they might be good judges of either business, and 
make money by it — how would that affect their 
position r 

^ Unfavourably, I confess,' replied Masters. ^ But we 
Gothamites have so thorough a respect for, and appre- 
ciation of, good wine and cigars, that the importation 
of them is considered particularly laudable. 

* Do you know, I was once confounded near going 
into this very business myself? I had a chance of 
being one of three partners who are making thirty 
thousand a-year clear now among them, and their 

Q 
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office is the nicest loimging place down town, where 
you hear all that is going on and a great deal more 
sometimes ; and they hang out the best dry champagne 
in the country ; Bleecker*s isn't a circumstance to it. 
I missed a great chance then^ but the ^t was, it 
happened about five years ago, just about the time of 
my marriage, and I wanted to take Clarar— or she me, 
rather — over to Paris.' 

'Well,' said Ashbumer, 'I don't mean to flatter, 
but it really seems to me that there is something not 
exactly very elevated in a state of society which leads 
a man of your education and accomplishments to regret 
that he wasn't a wine-merchant.' 

Masters coloured up, hesitated a moment, and 
then, re-assuming his ncmchcdcmt air, returned to the 
charge. 

'My dear fellow, you can't put yourself in my 
position, nor can I have your feelings on the subject — 
indeed I should be a great fool if I could. Your 
ancestors for such a time, that the memory of man 
runneth not to the contrary, have never done anything 
more approaching to business than making a book for 
the Derby, or overhauling their stewards' accounts. 
But who among us can go back to four generations 
of non-producers in his family ? Take any of our set — 
myself as the nearest example — ^my grandj&ither, the 
governor's &.ther that is, was one of the real * lords 
of the land,' a regular hard-fisted, straightforward — 
dirty, if you like — Dutch feirmer, who sold his cab- 
bages, and took them to market himself, for all that I 
remember. I do remember once, when a very small 
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juvenile, helping his Irish labourer in the kitchen- 
garden for a whole summer morning, and the old 
fellow givfhg me a five-cent piece after our mid-day 
dinner, which I then thought something Califomian. 
My mother's father used to sell pea-nuts — aground-nuts 
you call them, I believe, — I don't mean that he carried 
them round in a tin measure to the b'hoys at the 
Bowery Theatre, but he used to import them from 
the Mediterranean, or Afidca, or somewhere. And 
finally he made a pretty taU fortune by it; but once he 
was near failing outright, because some of his cargoes 
came in late when he had a good many notes out. 
Think of the grandeur and destiny of a family 
depending on the arrival of five ship-loads of pea- 
nuts!' 

' Fortime in a nut-shell,' said Ashburner. 

'Why the deuce should we try to be above our 
origin, especially when every one knows it, or pre- 
tend to have any scruples about money-making ? And 
that reminds me of how I served out the Robinsons 
once. Mrs. R. had been trying to poke fun at us, 
behind our backs of course, on the subject of cabbages 
and pea-nuts. Well, not long after she gave a big 
bail, and we, being pimkins,* were of course among the 
invited. So I went to a clever working jeweller that 
I knew, and gave him an order to be filled up in all 
haste from a design of my own, ear-rings imitating 
pea-nuts in dead gold, and shirt buttons in green 



* A slang expression of Young New York for people of valae and 
consequence. 
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enamel, to be the counterfeit presentment of two cab- 
bages; and Clara and I wore our ornaments at the 
ball (where they were much admired •for their 
originality), and made a point of bringing them under 
Mrs. Robinson's notice.* 

Any further discussion was stopped by their arriving 
at that dreary triangular square {more hibemico loqui) 
called the Park, where Masters' wagon awaited him — 
not the red-wheeled one; this vehicle was of a imiform 
dark green^ ^imished with a top (a desirable appendage 
when the thermometer stands 85^ in -the shade) and 
lined throughout with drab. The ponies were carefully 
enveloped to the very tips of their ears in white fly- 
nets. As the groom saw Masters approaching, he put 
himself and the top through a series of queer evolu- 
tions, which ended in the latter being lowered — a very 
necessary operation, to allow any one to get in with 
comfort ; and after Masters and Ashbumer were in, he 
put it up again with some ado, and then went his way, 
the concern only holdiug two. Then Masters turned 
the wagon round by backing and locking, and making 
it undergo a series of contortions as if he wanted to 
double it up into itself, and run over himself with his 
own wheels, and drove to the Fulton Ferry; for to 
arrive at the Centreville Course on Long Island — 
familiarly designated as the island — you first pass 
through Brooklyn, that trans-Hudsonian suburb of 
New York, which thirty years ago was a miserable 
little village, and now contains upwards of ninety 
thousand inhabitants. 

' And how did the ball go off ?' asked Ashbumer, as 
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they rolled up the main avenue of Brooklyn, at the 
slowest possible trot, according to the well-known rule, 
always to take a &st horse easy over pavement. On 
board the ferry-boat there had not been much conver- 
sation, the horses being so worried by the flies as to 
require aU Masters' attention. 

* Oh, it was rather a fiasco, but we had some fun. 
Some predicted that the &shionables would come back, 
but they didn't, except a few of the young men; and 
all of our set that were there threatened to go out of 
costume ; but then we recollected that would have been 
a very Irish way of serving out Mr. Grabster, as by 
the established regulation in such cases, we should have 
had to pay double for tickets; so most of us took 
sailors' or firemen's dresses — ^the cheapest and com- 
monest disguises we could get; and the ladies made 
some trivial addition to their ordinary ball-dresses — a 
wreath or a few extra flowers — and called themselves 
brides, or Floras, and so on. And some of the crack 
Bostonians blasphemed the expense, and went in plain 
clothes. So we had the consolation of making fun of 
all the outsiders, and their attempts at costume — such 
supernumeraries as most of them were ! And none of 
the crnn/m/Q-tl-faut people would serve on the committee, 
so Grabster had nobody to get up the room in proper 
style, and it looked like a 'Kipton' ball-room; and 
The Sewer reporters were there in all their glory. The 
Irishman had borrowed or stolen a uniform somewhere, 
and the Frenchman was appropriately arrayed in red, 
as a devil, and he went about taking notes of all the 
people's dresses, especially the ladies'; and as our ladies 
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were not in costume, he thought he must have some- 
thing to do with them, and so presented some of them 
with bouquets, which they wouldn't take, of course; 
and the yoimg men trod on his toes and elbowed him 
off till he swore he would put them all in his paper. 
And we danced away, notwithstanding The Sewer and 
all its works. Tom Edwards was accoutred as Mose 
the fireman, and Sumner had an old French deba/rdeur 
dress of his, just the thing for the occasion, only his 
shoes were too big ; and after tripping up himself and 
his partner four times, he kicked them off clean into 
the orchestra, and fearfully aggravated the fiddlers; 
but he took it as coolly as he does everything — ^put on 
a pair of ordinary boots, and was polking away again 
in five minutes. And we kept it up till two in the 
morning, polka chiefly, with a sprinkling of deux-temps, 
and then had a very bad supper, and some very bad 
wine, of Mr. Grabster's providing — ^genuine New Jersey 
champagne. How we looked, after the dancing ! Sum- 
ner's deba/rdeur shirt might have been wrung out, it 
was so wet; and Mrs. Harrison — she had got herself 
up as Undine — ^was dripping enough for half-a-dozen 
water-nymphs; and Miss Friskin had a shiny green 
silk dress; we had been polking together, and my white 
waistcoat, and pants, and cravat, were all stained green, 
as if I had been playing with a gigantic butterfly. 
And then after supper, when there was no one but our 
Grerman cotillon set left, and just as we had put the 
chairs in order, the musicians struck work, and would 
not play any more (you know what an impracticable, 
conceited, obstinate brute a third-rate German musician 



A TROT ON THE ISLAND. 231 

is), saying they were only bound to play just so long ; 
so I gave them a good slanging in their own tongue (I 
know (German enough to blow up a man, and a fine 
strong language it is for the purpose) ; and Bell swore 
it was too bad, and Edwards tried to make them a 
conciliatory speech — only he was too tipsy to talk 
straight ; and Sumner offered them fifty dollars to go 
on playing. Thereupon, up and spake the big bass- 
viol, — 'We ton't want your money; we want to be 
dreated like chentlemens ;' and then Frank lost his 
temper. ' I'll treat you,' says he ; and with that he 
delivered right and left into the bass-viol, and knocked 
him through his own instrument ; and then some one 
knocked Sumner over the head with a trombone; — 
then we all set to, and gave the musicians their change 
(we owed them a little before, for it wasn't the first 
time they had been saucy to us), and we thrashed them 
essentially, and comminuted a few of their instruments. 
And half-a-dozen of the Irish waiters came out, with 
their sleeves rolled up, to fight for the honour of the 
house, and protect Mr. Grabster's property — ^meaning 
the musicians, I suppose; — and Haralson of Alabama, 
one of your regular six-feet-two-in-his-stockings South 
Western men, who had come North to learn the polka, 
and become civilized — ^Haralson pulled out a Bowie, 
and swore he would whittle them up . if they didn't 
make themselves scarce. By Jove ! you should have 
seen the Paddies scud ! And I caught The Sewer 
reporter (the Irish one) in the mJeUe, and let him have 
a kick that landed him in the middle of the floor, tell- 
ing him he might put that into his next letter, and 
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afiberwards go to a place worse even than The Sewer 
office. Then, after all the enemy were fisdrly routed, 
we adjourned to my parlour. I had some good cham- 
pagne of my own, and a pdte or two, and some Fir- 
mezas, and we held a jolly revel till four o'clock, and 
then the ladies retired, and we quiet married men did 
the same, and the boys went to fight the tiger, and 
Edwards lost 1400 dollars, and some of them took to 
running foot-races for a bet on the post-road. Haralson 
outran all the rest — and his senses too — ^and was found 
next eyening about five miles up the road with no coat 
or hat, and one stocking off and the other stocking on, 
like my son John in the nursery rhyme, and his watch 
and purse gone. And The Sewer and Inexpressible 
said that it was the most brilliant ball that had occurred 
within the memory of the oldest inhabitant. And 
that's a pretty feir synopsis of the whole proceeding.' 

By this time they were off the pavement, — a change 
very sensible and desirable to man and horse, for an 
American pavement is something beyond imagination 
or description, and must be experienced to be under- 
stood. The ponies, without waiting for the word, went 
off on their long steady stroke at three-quarters speed, 
and though the day was warm and the road heavy, 
stepped over the first three miles in twelve minutes, as 
Masters took care to show Ashbumer by his watch. 
They challenged wagon after wagon, but no one seemed 
inclined to race at this stage of the proceedings, and 
they glided quietly by everything. Only once was 
heard the sound of competing feet, when a black pacer 
swept up, with two tall wheels behind him, and a man 
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mysteriously balanced between them. ' After the sulky 
is manners/ said Harry, slackening his speed, and 
giving the pacer a wide berth; and the man on the 
wheels whizzed by like a mammoth insect, and was 
soon lost to view amid a cloud of dust. 

And now they arrived at a tavern where the owners 
of * fast crabs' were wont to repose, to water their horses, 
and brandy-and-water themselves. The former opera- 
tion is performed very sparingly, the supply of liquid 
afforded to the animals consisting merely of a spongeM 
passed through their mouths; the latter is usually con- * 
ducted on more liberal principles. But as our friends 
felt no immediate desire to liquor. Masters amused 
himself while the horses rested by putting down his 
top, for the sky had slightly clouded over, — a fevour- 
able circumstance, he remarked, for the trot. Just as 
he was starting his ponies, with a chirrup, a tandem 
developed itself from imder the shed, and its driver 
greeted him with a friendly nod. 

^ Good afternoon, Mr. Losing,' quoth Harry, raising 
his whip-hand in answer to the salute ; then, sotto voce 
to Ashbumer, '& Long-Island fancy man: lots of 
money, and no end of fast horses.' 

Mr. Losing had a thin hatchety face, and a very 
yellow complexion, with hair and beard to match. He 
wore a yellow straw-hat, and a yellowish-grey summer 
paletot, with yellowish-brown linen trousers. His light 
gig (of the kind technically called a double-sulky) was 
painted a dingy yellow ochre; the horses were duns, 
the fly-nets drab, and what little harness there was, 
retained the original law-calf colour of its leather; in 
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short, the whole concern had a general pervading air of 
dun, which but for the known wealth of its owner 
might have been suggestive of unpleasant Joe-Miller- 
isms. The only exception was his companion, a gay 
horse-dealer and jockey, who acted as amateur groom 
on this occasion. Mr. Yan-Eyck had sufficient diver- 
sity of colour in his dress to relieve the monotony of a 
whole landscape, — ^blue coat and gilt buttons, lilac 
waistcoat and ditto, red cravat and red-striped check 
shirt, white hat and trousers. His apparel might have 
* been a second-hand suit of Bird Simpson's. As the 
gig came out close at the wheels of the wagon, the two 
whips interchanged glances, as much as to say, ' Here's 
at you!' and 'Come on!' and Losing tightened his 
reins ; then, as his leader ranged up alongside Masters' 
horses, the latter drew up his lines also, and the teams 
went off together. 

A good team race is more exciting to both the look- 
ers-on and the performers than any contest of single 
horses; there is twice as much noise, twice as much 
skill in driving, and apparently greater speed, though 
in reality less. Neither had started at the top of their 
gait, but they kept gradually and proportionally crowd- 
ing the pace, till they were going about seventeen nules 
an hour, and at that rate they kept for the first half- 
mile exactly in the same relative position as they had 
started. No one spoke a word; the close contact of 
horses in double harness excites them so, that they 
require checking, rather than encouragement; but 
Masters with a rein in his hand was feeling «very inch 
of his ponies, and watching every inch of the road. 
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Losing sat like a statue, and his horses seemed to go of 
themselves. Then, as the ground began to rise. Losing 
drew gradually a-head, or rather Masters' team came 
back to him; stiU it was inch by inch; in the next 
quarter the wheeler instead of the leader was alongside 
the other team, and that was all Losing had gained. 
Then Harry, with some management, got both reins 
into one hand, and lifted his nags a little with the 
whip. At the same time Losing altered his hold for 
the first time, and shook up his horses. There was a 
corresponding increase of speed in both parties, which 
kept them in the same respective position, and so they 
struggled on for a little while longer, tiU just before 
the road descended again, Masters made another effort 
to recover his lost ground. Li so doing, he impru- 
dently loosened his hold too much, and his off horse 
went up. 

The moment Firefly lost his feet Masters threw his 
whole weight upon the horses, and hauled them across 
the road, close in behiad Losing's gig, the break having 
lost him just a length, so that when they struck into 
their trot again they were at the Long-Islander's 
wheel Down the hill they went, faster than ever; the 
wagon could not gain an inch on the gig, or the gig 
shake the wagon off. But Losing had manifestly the 
best of it, as all his dust went into the face of Masters 
and Ashbumer, enveloping and powdering them and 
their equipage completely. Their only consolation 
was, that they were bestowing a similar favour on 
every wagon that they passed. As both teams were 
footing their very best, Masters' only chance of getting 
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hj was in case one of the tandem nags should happen 
to break, a chance which he kept ready to take advan- 
tage o£ By and by the leader went up, but Losing, 
who had his horses under perfect command .let him 
run a little way, and caught him again into his trot 
without losing anything. Nevertheless Masters, who 
had seen the break, made a push to go by, and with a 
great shout crowded his team up to the wheeler, but 
there they broke, — ^this time both horses, — and before 
he could bring them down he was two lengths in the 
rear. Then Losing drew on one side, and slackened 
his speed, and Masters also puUed up ahnost to a walk. 
' His double-sulky is lighter than my wagon,' said 
Harry, * even without the top, and the top makes fifty 
pounds difference. My machine is built a little 
heavier than the average purposely, because it rides 
easier, and shakes the horses less when there are 
inequalities in the road, so that besides beiug pleasanter 
to go ia, a team can take it along about as &st as 
anything lighter for a short brush, but when the 
horses are so nearly equal, and you have some miles to 
go on a heavy road, the extra weight tells. However, 
it is no disgrace to be beaten by Losing, anyway, for 
his horses are his study and specicUite. Every fort- 
night the bolts and screws of his wagon are re-arranged; 
his coUars fit like gloves; he has a particular kind of 
watering-pot made on purpose to water his horses* legs. 
Every trifle is rigorously attended to. You ought to 
visit his, or some other sportiag man's stable here 
just to note the difference between that sort of thiug 
with us and with you. Listead of hunters and steeple- 
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chasers, you will see five or six trotters together, that 
can all beat 2' 50''.' 

Ashbumer began to have some dim recollection of 
hearing Losing's aame before. Some one, probably 
Sedley, had mentioned him as a person who considered 
women only made to be mothers of men, and men only 
made to be trainers of horses. 

The road happened just then to be pretty clear, so 
they proceeded leisurely for some miles further, till 
just as they were quitting the turnpike for a lane 
which led to the course, the rattle of wheels and the 
shouts of drivers came up behind them. Masters, not 
disposed to swallow any more of other people's dust if 
he could help it, waked up his horses at once, and they 
clattered along the lane, up hill and down, and over 
a railroad track, and past numerous wagons, at a lister 
rate than ever. 'Do get out of the way!' shouted 
Henry to one primitive gentleman, with a very tired 
horse, who was occupying exactly the centre of the 

road. 'You go to ,^ The individual addressed 

was probably about to say something very bad, when 
Masters, who was a moral man, and had the strongest 
wheels, cut short any possible profenity for the 
moment by driving slap into him, and knocking him 
into the ditch, with the loss of a spoke or two. This 
collision hardly delayed their speed an instant; and 
though some of the pursuers were evidently gaining, 
no one overhauled them for three-quarters of a mile, 
at the end of which Starlight and Firefly swept 
proudly up to the course, with a long train in their 
rear. 
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All the vicinity of the Centreville Course — not the 
stables and sheds merely, but the lanes leading to it, 
the open ground about it, the whole adjacent country, 
one might almost say — was cov^red with wagons 
stowed together as closely as cattle in a market. If it 
had been raining wagons and trotters the night before 
iust over the place, like the showers of frogs that 
country editors short of copy fiU a column with, or if 
they had grown up there ready harnessed, there could 
not have been a more plentiful supply. Wagons, 
wagons, wagons everywhere, of all weights, from a 
hundred and eighty pounds to four hundred, with here 
and there a sulky for variety, — ^horses of all styles, 
colours, and merits,— no sign of a servant or groom of 
any kind, but a number of boys, mostly blackies, about 
one to every ten horses, who earned a few shillings by 
looking after the animals, and watching the carpets, 
sheets, and fly-nets. The only other moveables, the 
long-handled short-lashed whips, were invariably car- 
ried off by their proprietors. Whips and umbrellas 
are common property in America; they are an excep- 
tion to the ordinary law of mevmi and tv/wm, and 
strictly subject to socialist rules. Woe to the owner 
of either who lets his property go one second out of 
his sight ! 

'Now then, Snowball T quoth Masters, as a young 
gentleman of colour rushed up on the full grin, stimu- 
lated to extra activity by the recollection of past and 
the prospective 'quarters,' — 'take care of the fliers, 
and don't let any one steal their tails ! I ought to 
tell you,' he continued to Ashbumer, leading the way 
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towards the big, dilapidated,* unpaiated, bam-like 
structure, which appeared to be the rear of the graud- 
stand, ' you won't find any gentlemen here, — ^that is, 
not above half-a-dozen at most.' 

' I was just wondering whether we should see any 
ladies.' 

Masters pointed over his left shoulder; and they 
planked their dollar a-piece at the entrance. 

Ashbumer's first impression, when fairly inside, was 
that he had never seen such a collection of disreputable 
looking characters in broad daylight, and under the 
open sky. All up the rough broad steps, that were 
used indifferently to sit or stand upon; aU around the 
oyster and liquor stands, that filled the recess under 
the steps; all over the ground between the stand and 
the track, was a throng of low, shabby, dirty men, 
different in their ages, sizes, and professions; for some 
were farmers, some country tavern-keepers, some city 
ditto, some horse-dealers, some gamblers, and some 
loafers in general; but alike in their slang and 
* rowdy' aspect. There is something peculiarly dis- 
agreeable in an American crowd, from the fact that no 
class has any distinctive dress. The gentleman and 
the working man, or the ' loafer,' wear clothes of the 
same kind, only iu one case they are new and clean, 
in the other, old and dirty. The ragged dress-coats 
and crownless beavers of the Irish peasants have long 
been the admiration of travellers; now, elevate these 



* A very critical friend wants to know if the term dilapidated 
can, with strict propriety, be applied to a wooden building. 
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second-hand garments a stage or two in the scale of 
preservation — ^let the coats be not ragged, but shabby, 
worn in seam, and greasy in collar; the hats whole, 
but napless at edge, and bent in brim ; supply them 
with old trousers of the last fashion but six, and you 
have the general costume of a crowd like the present. 
But ordinary collections of the ol toWoI are relieved 
by the very superior appearance of the women : pretty 
in their youth, ladylike and stylish even when premsr 
turely faded, always dressed respectably, and frequently 
dressed in good taste, they form a startling relief and 
contrast to their cavaliers; and not only the stranger, 
but the native gentleman, is continually surprised at 
the difference, and says to himself * Where in the 
world could such nice women pick up those snobs !' 
Here, where there is not a woman within a mile 
(unless that suspicious carriage in the comer contains 
some gay friends of Tom Edwards'), the congregated 
male loaferism of these people, without even a decent- 
looking dog among them, is enough to make a man 
button his pockets instinctively. 

Amid this wilderness of vagabonds may be seen 
grouped together at the ftirther comer of the stand, 
the representatives of the gentlemanly interest, num- 
bering, as Masters had predicted, about half-a-dozen. 
Losing, with his yellow blouse and moustache to 
match; Tom Edwards, in a white hat and trousers, 
and black velvet coat ; Harrison, slovenly in his attire, 
and looking almost as coarse' as any of the rowdies 
about, till he raises his head, and shows his intelligent 
eyes; Bleecker, who has just arrived; and a few 
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Specimens of Young New- York like him. Masters 
carries his friend that way, and introduces him in due 
form to the Long Islander, who receives hiTn with an 
elaborate bow. Ashbumer offers a cigar to Losing, 
who accepts the weed with a nod of acknowledgment 
(for he rarely opens his mouth except to put something 
into it, or to make a bet), and offers one of his in 
return, which Ashbumer trying, excoriates his lips at 
the first whiff, and is obliged to throw it away after 
the third, for Charlie Losing has strong tastes, will 
rather drink brandy than wine, any day, and smokes 
tobacco that would knock an ordinary man down. 

The stranger glances his eye over the scene of action. 
A barouche and four does not differ more from a trot- 
ting wagon, or a blood courser fix)m a Canadian pacer, 
than an English race-course from an American * track.' 
It is an ellipse of hard ground, like a good and smooth 
piece of road, with some variations of ascent and 
descent. The distance round is calculated at a mile, 
according to the scope of turning requisite for a horse 
before a sulky — ^that being the most usual form of trot- 
ting; for a saddle horse that has the pole,* it comes 
practically to a little less; for a harness horse (espe- 
cially if to a wagon) with an outside place, to a little, 
or sometimes a good deal more. Around the enclosure, 
within the track (which looks as if it were trying hard 
to grow grass, and couldn't), a few wagons, which 
obtained entrance by special favour, are walking about; 



* A horse *will go to the pole* in such a time, means that be 
will go in double harness. A horse 'has the pole,' means that lie 
has drawn the place nearest the inside boundary-fence of the track. 
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they belong to the few men who have brought their 
grooms with them. Harrison's pet trotter is there, a 
magnificent long-tailed bay, as big as a carriage horse, 
equal to 2' 50'' on the road before that wagon, and 
worth 1500 dollars, it is said. Just inside the track, 
and opposite the main stand outside, is a little shanty 
of a judge's stand, and marshalled in front of it, are 
half-a-dozen notorious pugilists, and similar characters, 
who, doubtless on the good old principle of * set a thief/ 
&c., are enrolled for the occasion as special constables, 
with very special and formidable white bludgeons to 
keep order, and precise suits of black cloth to augment 
their dignity. 

* To come off at three o'clock,' said the hand-bills. 
It is now thirty-five minutes past three, and no signs 
of beginning. An American horse and an American 
woman always keep you waiting an hour at least. One 
of the judges comes forward, and raps on the front of 
the stand with a primitive bit of wood resembling a 
broken boot-jack. 'Bring out your horses !' People 
look towards the yard on the left. Here is one of them 
just led out j they pull off his sheets, his driver climbs 
into the little seat behind him. He comes down past 
the stand at a moderate gait. ' Hurrah for old Twenty- 
miles-an-hour ! Trustee! Trustee!' 

The old chesnut is half-blood; but you would never 
guess it from his personal appearance, so chunky, and 
thick-limbed, and sober-looking is he. His action is 
uneven, and seemingly laborious ; you would not think 
him capable of covering one mile in three minutes, 
much less of performing twenty at the same rate. No 
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wonder lie hobbles a little behind, for his back sinews 
are swelled, and his legs scarred and disfigured — ^the 
traces of injuries received in his youth, when a cart ran 
into him and cut him almost to pieces. Yeterinary 
surgeons, who delight in such relics, will show you 
pieces of sinew taken from him after the accident. That 
was six or seven years ago : since then he has solved a 
problem for the trotting world. 

' There,' says Benson, with a little touch of triumph, 
' is the only horse in the world that ever trotted twenty 
miles in an hour. I saw it done myself. He was 
driven nearly two miles before he started, to warm him 
up, and make him limber. When the word was given, 
he made a skip, and though his driver (not the same 
that he has now) caught him before he was feirly off 
his feet, he was more than three minutes doing the first 
mile, which looked well for the backers of time ; but as 
the old feUow went on, he did every mile better than 
the preceding, and the last in the best time of all, win- 
ning with nearly half a minute to spare.' 
* Has the experiment been often tried ]' 
' Not more than two or three times, I believe ; and the 
horses who attempted it broke down in the eighteenth 
or nineteenth mile. Nevertheless, I think that within 
the last twelve years, we have had two or three horses 
besides Trustee who could have accomplished the feat ; 
but as such a horse is worth 2000 dollars, or upwards, 
a heavy bet would be required to tempt a man to risk 
Irillmg or ruining his animal; and our sporting men, 
though they bet frequently, are not in the habit of 
betting largely. That is one reason why it ha^not 

B 2 
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been tried oftener ; and I am inclined to think that 
there is another and a better motive. The owner of a 
splendid horse does not like to risk his life ; and it is a 
risk of life to attempt to trot him twenty miles an 
hour.' 

Pit, pat ! pit, pat ! The old mare is coming down 
to the score. A very ordinary looking animal in 
repose, the magnificence of her action converts her into 
a beauty when moving. How evenly her feet rise and 
Ml, regularly as a machine, though she is nearly at the 
top of her speed ! She carries her head down, and her 
neck stretched out, and from the tip of her nose to the 
end of her long white tail, that streams out in the 
breeze made by her own progress, you might draw a 
straight line, so true and right forward does she travel. 
Perched over her tail, between those two tall, slender 
wheels, sits her owner, David Bryan, the only man that 
ever handles her, in something like a jockey costimie, 
blue velvet jacket and cap to match, and his white hair, 
whiter than his horse's tail, streaming in the wind — a 
respectable and almost venerable looking man ; but a 
hard boy for all that, say the knowing ones. Great 
applause from the Long-Island men, who swear by * the 
Lady,' and are always ready to ' stake their pile' on 
her, for her owner is a Long-Islander, and she is a Suf- 
folk county, Long-Island mare. Some eight years ago 
Lady Suffolk was bought out of a baker's cart for 112 
dollars : and since then she has won for ' Dave' upwards 
of 30,000 dollars. That is what the possessor of a fest 
trotter most prides himself on — ^to have bought the 
animal for a song on the strength of his own eye for his 
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points, and then developed him into a * flier.' When a 
colt is bred from a trotting stallion, put into training 
at three or four years old^ and sold the first time for a 
high price, if he turns out well there is no particular 
wonder or merit in it j if he does not, the disappoint- 
ment is extreme. 

Ah, here comes Pelham at last — a clean little ha.j, 
stepping roundly, and lifting his legs well; you might 
call it a perfect action, if we had not just seen Lady 
Suffolk go by — ^but so wicked about the head and eyes ! 
Behind the little horse sits a big Irishman, in his shirt 
sleeves; and they are hauliag away at each other, pull 
Pat, pull Pelham, as if the man wanted to jerk the 
horse's head o£^ and the horse to draw the man's arms 
out. You see the driver is holding by little loops 
listened to the reins, to prevent his grasp from slipping. 
Pelham is a yoimg horse for a trotter, say seven years 
old, and has already done the fastest mile ever made in 
harness; but his temper is terribly uncertain, and 
to-day he seems to be in a particularly bad himiour. 

Trustee, who requires much warming up, goes all 
rouna the track, increasing his speed as he goes, till he 
has reached pretty nearly his limit. Pelham also com- 
pletes the circuit, but more leisurely. The Lady trots 
about a quarter of a mile, then walks a little, and then 
brushes back. Her returning is even &ster and pret- 
tier than her going. * 2' 33'V says Losing, speaking for 
the flrst time, as she crosses the score (the line in front 
of the judge's stand). His eye is such that, given the 
horse and the track, he can tell the pace at a glance 
within half a second. 



246 SKETCHES OF AMERICAN SOCIETT. 

The gentry about are beginning to bet on their 
respective favourites, and some upon time — t rifling 
amounts generally — ^five, ten, or twenty dollars; and 
there is much pulling out, and counting, and depositing 
of greasy notes. Bang ! goes the broken boot-jack 
again. This time it is not ' Bring otit your horses !' 
but 'Bring vp your horses !' — a requisition which the 
drivers comply with by tundng away from the stand 
This is to get a start, a flying stcvrt being the rule, 
which obviously favours the backers of time, and is, in 
some respects, fe,irer to the horses, but is very apt to 
create concision and delay, especially when three or 
four horses are entered. So it happens in the present 
instance : half way up the quarter, the horses turn, not 
altogether, but just as they happen to be; and off they 
go, some slower and some faster, trying to &11 into line% 
as they approach the score. 'Come back!' It's no 
go, this time; Pelham has broken up, and is spreading 
himself all over the track. Trustee, too, is a length or 
more behind the grey mare, and evidently in no hurry. 
They all go back, the mare last, as she was half way 
down the other quarter before the recal was understood. 

'What a beauty she is!' says Harry. 'And she 
has the pole, too.' 

' Will you bet two to three on her against the field 1' 
asks Edwards, who knew very well that Trustee is the 
favourite. Masters declines. 'Then you wiU go on 
time ? Will you bet on T 42", or that they don't beat 
7' 47"]' (three-mile heats, you will recollect, reader). 
No, Harry won't bet at all; so Edwards turns to 
Losing. 'WiU you bet three to five in hundreds on 
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the Lady]' Losing wilL They neither plank the 
money, nor book the bet, but the thing is iinderstooA 

Pelham's driver has begged the judges to give the 
word, even if he is two lengths behind; he would 
rather do that than have his horse worried by false 
starts. So this time, perhaps, they will get off. Not 
yet ! Bryan's mare breaks up just before they come to 
the score. Harrison hints that he broke her on pur- 
pose, because Trustee was likely to have about a neck 
advantage of him in the start. * Of course they never 
go the first time/ says Masters, ' and veiy seldom start 
the second.' 

'I saw nine &Ise starts once, at Harlaem,' says 
Bleecker, 'where there were but three horses. Better 
luck next time.' 

It is better luck. Pelham lays in the rear full two 
lengths, but Trustee and the mare come up nose and 
nose to the score, going at a great pace. 'Go !' At 
the word Trustee breaks. ' Bah ! Take hiTn away ! 
Where's Bridges?' The superior skill of his former 
driver is painfully remembered by the horsfe's Mends. 
But he soon recovers, and catches his trot about two 
lengths behind the mare, and as much in advance 
Pelham; for the little bay is going very badly, seems to 
have no trot in him, and his driver dares not hurry 
him. In these respective positions they complete the 
first quarter. 

As they approach the half mile, the distance renders 
their movements indistinct, and their speed, positive or 
relative, difficult to determine. You can only make 
out their position. Pelham continues to lose, and 
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Trustee lias gained a little ; but the gray mare keeps 
the lead gallaiitly. 

' I like a trot,' says Masters, 'because you can watch 
the horses so long. In a race they go by like a flash, 
once and a^ain, and it's all over.' 

In the next quarter they are almost lost to view, 
and then they appear again coming home, and you 
begin once more to appreciate the rate at which they 
are coming. Still it is not the very best pace ; the 
Lady is taking it rather easy, as if conscious of having 
it all her own way; and her driver looks as careless 
and comfortable as if he were only taking her out to 
exercise, when she glides past the stand. 

'2' 35'V says Losing. He doesn't need to look at 
his watch; but there is great comparing of stop- 
watches among the other men for the time of the flrst 
imle. Hardly half a length behind is Trustee; he has 
been gradually creeping up without any signs of being 
hurried, and clumsily as he goes, gets over the ground 
without heating himself 

* John Case knows what he's about after all,' Ed- 
wards observes. ' He takes his time, and so does the 
old horse ; wait another round, and, at the third mile, 
they'll be there,^ 

But Where's Pelham? Is he lost? No, there he 
comes; and. Castor and Pollux, what a burst ! Some- 
thing has waked him up after the other horses have 
passed the stand, and while he is yet four or Ave lengths 
from it. There's a brush for you 1 Did you ever see 
a horse foot it so ? — as if all the ideas of running that 
he may ever have had in his life were arrested, and 
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fastened down into his trot. How he is closing up the 
gap ! If he can hold to that stroke he will be a-head 
of the field before the first quarter of this second mile 
is out. A mighty clamour arises^ shouts from his 
enemies, who want to break him, cheers from his inju- 
dicious Mends. There, he has lapped Trustee — ^he has 
passed him; tearing at the bit harder than ever, he 
closes with Lady Suffolk. Kyan does not begin to 
thrash his mare yet, he only shows the whip over her; 
but he yells like a madman at her, and at Pelham, 
whose driver holds on to him as a drowning man holds 
on to a rope. They are going side by side at a terrific 
pace. It can't last; one of them must go up. The 
bay horse does go up just at the quarter pole, having 
made that quarter, Masters says, in the remarkably 
short time of thirty-six seconds and a-half. 

Pelham's driver can't jerk him across the track ; by 
doing so he would foul Trustee, who is just behind ; so 
he has to let the chesnut go by, and then sets himself 
to work to bring down his unruly animal; no easy 
matter — ^for Pelham, frightened by the shouting, and 
excited by the noise of the wheels, plunges about in a 
manner that threatens to spill or break down the sulky; 
and twice, after being brought almost to a full stop, 
goes off again on a canter. Good bye, little horse ! 
there's no more chance for you. By this time, the 
Lady is nearly a quarter of a mile a-head, and going 
faster than ever. Somehow or other, Trustee has 
increased his speed too, and is just where he was^ a 
short half-length behind her. The way in which he 
hangs on to the mare begins to frighten the Long- 



250 SKETCHES OF AMEBICAK SOdETT. 

IslaiiderB a little, but they comfort themselves with tike 
hope that she has something left, and can let out some 
spare foot in the third mile, or whenever it may be 
necessaiy. 

Some forty seconds more elapse: a period of time 
that goes like a flash when you are training your own 
flier, or ' brushing^ on the road, bnt seems long enongh 
when you are waiting for horses to come round, and 
then they appear once more coming home. The mare 
is still leading, with her beautifbl, steady, unMtering 
stroke; but she is by no means so fresh-looking as 
when she started; many a dark line of sweat marks 
her white hide. Close behind her comes Trustee; the 
half-length gap has disappeared, and his nose is ready 
to touch Bryan's jacket. There is hardly a wet hair 
discernible on him; he goes perfectly at his ease, and 
seems to be in hand. ' He has her now,' is the general 
exclamation, ' and can pass her when he pleases.' As 
the mare crosses the score (in 2' 34'', according to Ed- 
wards' stop-watch), Bryan ' looks over his left shoulder,' 
like the knights in old ballads, and becomes aware for 
the flrst time that the horse at his wheel is not Pelham, 
as he had supposed, but Trustee. 

The old fellow is another man. His air of careless 
security has changed to one of intense excitement. 
Slash! slash! slash! Mis the long whip, with half-a- 
dozen frantic cuts and an appropriate garnish of yeUs. 
Almost any other trotter would go off in a run at one 
such salute, to say nothing of five or six ; but the old 
mare, who ' has no break in her,' merely understands 
them as gentle intimations to go &ster — and she does 
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go &ster. How her legs double up, and what a rush 
she has made ! There is a gap of three lengths between 
her and Trustee. He never hurries himself but goes 
on steadily as ever. See, as he passes, how he straddles 
behind like an old cow, and yet how dexterously he 
paddles himself along, as it were, with one hind foot. 
What a mixture of ugliness and efficiency his action is ! 
At the first quarter the Lady has come back to him. 
Three times during this, the last and decisive mile, is 
the performance repeated. You may hear Bryan's 
voice and whip completely across the course, as he hur- 
ries his mare away from the pursuer; but each suc- 
ceeding time the temporary gap is shorter and sooner 
closed. 

Now they are coming down the straight stretch 
home. The mare leads yet. Case appears to be talk- 
ing to his horse, and encouraging him; if it is so, you 
cannot hear him, for the tremendous row Lady Suffolk's 
driver is making. She had the pole at starting, has 
kept it throughout, and Trustee must pass her on the 
outside. This circumstance is her only hope of winning. 
All her owner's exertions, and all the encouraging 
shouts of her Mends, which she now hears greeting her 
from the stand, cannot enable her to shake off Trustee 
an inch, but if she can only maintain her lead for six 
or seven lengths more, it is enough. The chesnut is 
directly in her rear; every blow gets a little more out 
of her. Half the short interval to the goal is passed, 
when Trustee diverges from his straight course, and 
shows his head alongside Bryan's wheel. Catching his 
horse short, Case puts whip upon him for the first time, 
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shakes him up with a great shout^ and crowds him past 
the mare, wimiing the heat hj a length. 

The little bay was so far behind at the, end of the 
second mile, that no one took any notice of him, and 
he was supposed to have dropped out somewhere on the 
road. His position, however, improved sensibly on the 
third mile ; stUl, as there was a strong probability of his 
being shut out, the judges despatched one of their num- 
ber to the distan6e-post with a flag; a very proper 
proceeding, only they thought of it rather late, for the 
judge arrived there only just before Pelham, and also 
just before Trustee crossed the score ; in fact, the three 
events were all but simultaneous ; the judge dropped 
the flag in Pelham's face, and Pelham in return nearly 
ran over the judge. This episode attracted no atten- 
tion at the time of its occurrence, all eyes being directed 
to the leading horses; but now it affords materials for 
a nice little row, Pelham's driver protesting violently 
against the distance. There is much thronging, and 
vociferating, and swearing about the judge's stand, into 
which one burly Irishman endeavours to force his way. 
One of the specials favours him with a rap on the head, 
that would astonish a hippopotamus. Pat doesn't seem 
to mind it, but he understands it well enough (the 
argument is just suited to his capacity), and remains 
tolerably quiet. Finally, it is proclaimed that ' Trustee 
wins the heat in 7' 45", and Pelham distanced.' 

^ Best three miles ever made in harness,' says Harri- 
son, ' except when Dutchman did it in 7' 41".' 

Edwards doubts the fact, and they bet about it, and 
will write to the Spirit of the Times (the American 
BeWsLife). • 
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Ashbumer and Masters descended from the stand. 
The horses, panting and pouring with sweat, are rubbed 
and scraped by their attendants three or four to each. 
Then they are clothed, and walked up and down quietly. 
They have a rest of nominally half-an-hour, and practi- 
cally at least forty minutes. Some of the crowd are 
eating oysters, more drinking brandy-and- water, and a 
still greater nimiber ' loafing* about without any par- 
ticular employment. There are two or three thimble- 
riggers on the ground, but they seem to be in a barren 
county; nobody there is green enough for them; the 
very small boys take sights at them. There is a tradi- 
tion that Edwards once in his younger days tried his 
fortune with them. He looked so dandified, green, and 
innocent, that they let him win five dollars the first 
time, and then, on the rigger's proposing to bet a hun- 
dred, his supposed victim applied the finger of scorn to 
the nose of derision, and strutted off with his V.,* to 
the great amusement of the bystanders. Tom is very 
proud of this story, and likes to tell it himself. That, 
and his paying a French actress with a check when 
he had nothing at his banker's, are two of the great 
exploits of his life. 

'This is rather a low assemblage certainly,' says 
Ashbumer, after he had contemplated it from several 
points of view, and observed a great many different 
points of character. ' Do they ever have races here 1 ' 

' Yes, every spring and fell, here, or on the Union 



* A five-dollar bill is so called from the designation in Boman 
numerals upon it. 
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Course adjoining. They are rather more decently 
attended, but not over respectable, much less £a^on- 
able. At the South it is different; there ladies go, 
and the club races are some of the most marked features 
of their city life. I recollect when I was a boy, that 
these trotting matches were nice things, and gentlemen 
used to enter their own horses; but gradually they 
have gone down hill to what they are now, and the 
names of the best trotters are associated with the hardest 
characters and the most disreputable species of balls.' 

' And when they race, do the horses run on ground 
like this V asked Ashbumer, stamping on the track, 
which was as hard as Macadam. 

' Precisely on this, and run four- mile heats, too, and 
five of them sometimes.' 

^ Five four-mile heats on ground like this T The 
Englishman looked incredulous. 

'Exactly. It has happened that each of three has 
won a heat, and then there was one dead heat. You 
will remember, though, that we run old horses, not colts. 
There is no extra weight for age ; they begin at four or 
five years old, and go on till twelve or fourteen.' 

' But they must be very liable to accidents, going on 
such hard soiL' 

' Yes, they do break their legs sometimes, but not 
often. Our horses are tougher than yours.' 

As they stroll about. Masters points out several cele- 
brated fliers that have gained admission inside of the 
stand, but prefer remaining outside of the track; some 
pretty well worn-out and emeriti like Ripton, an old 
rival of Lady Suffolk (the mare has outlasted most of 
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' her early contemporaries), some in their prime, like the 
trotting stallion. Black Hawk, beautifully formed as 
any blood-horse, but singularly marked, being white- 
stockinged all roimd to the knee. * There,' says Harry, 

* is a fellow that belies the old horse dealer's rhyme, 

* Four white legs and a white nose, 
Take him away, and throw him to the crows.' 

Time is up, and they return to the stand. Edwards 
is bantering Losing, and asks him if he will repeat his 
bet on this heat. He will fast enough, and double it 
on the final result. Edwards wants nothing better. 

This time, for a wonder, the horses get off at the 
first start, and a tremendous pace they make, altogether 
too much for Trustee, who is carried off his feet in the 
first half-quarter, and the Lady goes a-head three, four, 
five lengths, and has taken the pole before he can 
recover. Bryan continues to crowd the pace. The 
mare comes round to the score in 2' 33'', leading by 
four lengths, and her driver threshing her already. 

* She can't stand it,' say the knowing ones ; ' she must 
drop out soon,' But she doesn't drop out in the second 
mile at least, for at the end of that, she is still three 
lengths in advance, and Trustee does not appear so 
fresh as he did last heat. The Long-Islanders are exult- 
ant, and the sporting men look shy. When they come 
home in the last quarter, the chesnut has only taken 
one length out of the gap; nevertheless, he goes for the 
outside, and makes the best rush he can. It's no use. 
He can't get near her; breaks up again, and crosses 
the score a long way behind. Much manifestation of 
boisterous joy among the farmers. Edwards looks 
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sold, and sometliing like a smile passes oyer Losing's 
unimpassioned countenance. It is plain sailing for the 
judges this time. ' Lady Suffolk has the heat in 7' 49''/ 
and there is no mistake or dispute about it. 

Another long pause. Eight minutes' sport and three 
quarters of an hour intermission among such a company- 
begins to be rather dull work. All the topics of interest 
afforded by the place have been exhausted. Harrison 
and Masters begin to talk stocks and investments; the 
juveniles are comparing their watering-place experi- 
ences during the summer. Ashbumer says nothing, 
and smokes an indefinite number of cigars; Losing 
says rather less, and smokes more. Edwards has dis- 
appeared; gone, possibly, to talk to the doubtful car- 
riages. It is growing dark before they are ready for 
the third and decisive heat. 

One false start, and at the second trial they are off. 
The mare has the inside, in right of having won the 
preceding heat. She crowds the pace fix>m the start as 
usual; but Trustee is better handled this time, and 
does not break. Case allows the Lady to lead h\m by 
three lengths, and keeps his horse at a steady gait, in 
quiet pursuit of her. For two miles their positions 
are unaltered; Bryan's friends cheer him vociferously 
every time as he comes round ; he replies by a flourish 
of his long whip and additional shouts to his mare. 
In the third mUe, Trustee begins to creep up, and in 
the third quarter of it, just before he gets out of sight 
from the stand, is only a length and a half behind. 
When they appear again, there are plenty of anxious 
lookers-out; and men like our friend Edwards, who 
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» have a thousand or more at stake on the result^ cannot 
altogether restrain their emotions. Here they come 
close enough together ! Tmstee has lapped the m^^re 
on the outside ; his head is opposite the front rim of 
her wheel. Bryan shouts and whips like one possessed; 
Case's small voice is also lifted up to encourage 
Trustee. The chesnut is gaining, but only inch by inch, 
and they are nearly home. Now Case haa lifted him 
with the whip, and he makes a rush and is at her 
shoulder. Now he will have her* Oh, dear, he has 
gone up 1 Hurrah for the old grey ! Stay; Case has 
caught him beautifiilly; he is on his trot again opposite 
her wheel. One desperate e£S3rt on the part of man 
and horse, and Trustee shoots by the mare; but not 
till after she has crossed the score. Lady Suffolk is 
quite done up; she could not go another quarter; but 
she has held out long enough to win the heat and the 
money. 

And now, as it was somewhere in the neighbourhood 
of seven, and neither Ashbumer nor Masters had 
eaten anything since eight in the morning, they began 
to feel very much inclined for dinner, or supper, or 
something of the sort; and the team travelled back 
quite as fast as it was safe to go by twilight; a little 
faster, the Englishman might have thought, if he had 
not been so hungry. Then, after crossing the Brook- 
lyn ferry. Masters announced his intention of putting 
up his horses for the night at a livery stable, and 
himself at Ashbumer's hotel, as it was still a long 
drive for that time of night to Devilshoof ; which 
being agreed upon, they next dived into an oyster 

s 
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cellar^ of which there are about two to a block all along 
Broadway, and ordered an unlimited supply of the 
agreeable shell-fish, broUid; — ouster chops, Ashbumer 
used to call them; and the term gives a stranger a 
pretty good idea of what these large oysters look like, 
cooked as they are with crumbs, exactly in the style 
of a cotdette panee. And they make very nice eating, 
too; only they promote thirst and induce the con- 
sumption of numerous glasses of champagne or brandy, 
and-water, as the case may be. Whether this be an 
objection to them or not, is matter of opinion. Then 
having adjourned to Ashbumer's apartment in the 
fifth story of the Manhattan Hotel (it was a room 
with an alcove, French fiudiion), and smoked numerous 
Firmezas there, the Englishman turned in for the 
night; and Masters, who had no notion of paying for 
a bed when he could get a sofiai for nothing, disposed 
himself at faJl length upon Ashbumer's, without taking 
off anything except his hat, and was &st asleep in less 
time than it would take The Sewer to tell a lie. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN AT HOME. 

IT was a lovely October day; the temperature per- 
fectly Elysian, — ^not half a degree too hot or too 
cold, — and the air moister than is nsual in the dry 
climate of the North^m States, altogether reminding 
one of Florence in early autumn, only less enervating. 
Ashbumer and Harry Masters were gliding up the 
Hudson in a 'floating palace/ which is American 
penny-Brliner for a north-river steamboat. Gerard 
Ludlow was on board, handsome and distingv^e as ever, 
but a little thinned and worn by numberless polkas. 
He had got rid of his wife by a mighty effort, and was 
going to play le Mauri d la Comvpckgne^ — not at Havens- 
wood, however, but with some of the Van Homes, who 
lived higher up the river. While the yoimg exquisite 
was rattling on in a sort of Macaronic French to 
Mrs. Masters about the mountains of Switzerland and 
the pictures of Italy, the ascent of the Nile and ' that 
glorious Cha- Vougeot Blomc Mousseux at the AnglmSy — 
every topic, in short, that had not the least connexion 
with America, — ^Ashbumer was witnessing for the 
third time, with unabated admiration, the magnificent 
scenery of the classic American river, — ^for classic it is 

s 2 
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to a New-Yorker since Washington Irving has immor- 
talized its legends. 

<I am glad to see you are not ashamed to show a 
little enthusiasm; said Masters, as he marked his friend 
leaning over the forward railing, absorbed in the view 
before him. 'Some people don't care much for this 
sort of thing. There's my cousin Ludlow, how 
supremely indifferent he is to it all I He is talking 
to my wife about the last comic opera he saw in Paris, 
which represents Shakspeare and Queen Bess getting 
very jolly together.* 

' Certainly one would hardly be able to tell what 
countryman Ludlow was, without previous knowledge. 
He seems, like many of your Dashionables, very much 
out of place here.' 

'That's true enough; and the man the most out 
of place among them all is my brother Carl, whom we 
are just going to visit.' 

Ashbumer's recollection and knowledge of Carl 
Masters were pretty much comprised in a certain 
luncheon at Bavenswood, which he had found very 
much in place, and a very good place for. Henry went 
on to explain himself. 

*He prides himself on a regard for two things — 
sincerity and equity, — ^two very estimable virtues, no 
doubt, but capable of being ridden to death like all 
hobbies.' 

Masters further proceeded to state that he was a&^d 
they would find his brother in no very genial mood!^ — 
that, in &ct, he had two special reasons at that time 
for being in bad himiour. The anti-rent epidemic had 
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broken out in the vicinity, and his place was threatened 
with perforation by a railroad. The former, however 
perilous to some of his acquaintances, was no very 
terrible danger to Carl himself, he having as many 
tenants ia the country as his brother had in town — 
to wit, just one. The latter was considerably more 
serious in itself and rendered particularly aggravating 
by attendant circimistances. An equally convenient 
and much safer inland route for the railway had been 
originally proposed; but Mr. Jobson, the chief engineer, 
started the project of a new one close along the shore, 
running through the beautiful private groimds that 
lined the whole east bank of the river for a hundred 
and fifty miles. The true motive for this change was, 
that the company would thus have to pay less for right 
of way, since the inland route would have passed 
through the corn-fields and vegetable-grounds of 
formers, to whom they must have made full compen- 
sation at the market value of the land, whereas by 
cutting through a private lawn, they could take the 
ground at a merely nominal rate, the damage caused to 
a gentleman by the destruction of his place for aU the 
purposes of a country seat being a ' fancy value,' which 
jurors and commissioners chosen fix>m the mass of the 
people, and regarding the aristocratic landholder with 
an envious eye, would never pay the least attention 
to. But, either fix>m a lingering regard for outward 
decency, or from some other motive, this, the real 
reason, met with only a passing allusion in Mr. Job- 
son's report. He came out boldly, and recom- 
mended the river route as calculated to improve 
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the appearance of the shore, by filling up bays and 
cutting off sharp points.* What made it worse 
wa% that the majority of these very gentlemen 
proprietors had been induced to subscribe largely to 
the road under the solemn assurance from leading 
members of the company (which took care not to make 
itself officially and corporately ree^nsible) that the 
inland route would be adopted, which assurance waa 
thrown to the winds as soon as the books were filled 
up. Carl was not to be taken in so ; he had refused to 
subscribe to the road, and opposed it to the extent of 
his small influence from the first; he might be the 
victim of such people, but he would not be their dupe. 
This was one consolation to him. Another was, that 
the railway, when it did come upon him, which would 
not be for two years yet, would not absolutely ruin his 
place. It would not go through his house, or across 
the lawn in front of it, or break down his terrace, for 
which Nature was to be thanked, and not Mr. Jobson. 
Bavenswood was partly within one of the to-be-im- 
proved bays, and, consequently, the rails would cut it 
close along the water and under the terraced bank. It 
merely stopped his access to the river, which, as he did 
not yacht, and had room for the little boating he 
wanted in the adjoining bay, was no great deprivation. 
At any rate, the danger anticipated by Harry turned 
out all moonshine. When they stopped at Yan 
Burenopolis (the landing nearest Bavenswood), Carrs 



* A literal fact. Washington Irving's residence was among 
those disfigured by this operation, which made ha^oc of all the 
oldest and most beantiful properties in the State. 
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rockaway was on the ground, and in ten minutes their 
host received them at his front door^ both his hands 
outstretched, and his face lighted up with unfeigned 
pleasure. 

Carl Masters was an unflattered likeness of his 
brother, with a larger nose, large feet, that got into 
every one's way, coarser hair, and narrower chest; 
altogether a rougher and inferior type of form ; but he 
had a firesh and ruddy complexion, and though he waa 
Henry's senior by six years, there did not seem to be 
more than a twelvemonth between thenu In dress he 
was as quiet as Harry was gay; never cared how old 
his clothes were, so long as he had plenty of clean linen; 
was often two years behind the &ahion; affected black 
coats and grey trousers; eschewed enamelled chains, 
jewelled waistcoat-buttons, and other similar fopperies 
of Young New York; preferred shoes (not of patent 
leather) to boots» and usually tied his cravat in the 
smallest possible bow. Kcht was the contrast in man- 
ner between the two brothers less marked; the elder 
was shy and retiring before strai^fs, and would have 
been called a very awkward man anywhere but in 
England. You might easily guess fiom his way of 
behaving himself on a first introduction, the uncertain 
style of his movements, and his < butter-finger' ^shion 
of taking hold of things, that he had none of that dex- 
terity in the little every-day occasicms of life which 
distinguished Harry; who, for instance, could harness 
a horse about as soon as his groom, while Carl would 
have been half the day about it, and not have done it 
weU after all: Harry could carry out a complicated 
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sflair of busmess at one interview, without coming off 
worst ; but his elder brother would have pottered about 
it three days, and probably been cheated in the end. 
In fiwjt Harry, though the junior, worked most of the 
financial and legal arrangements of the &mily, which 
&.ct, combined with the way he had of making Carl 
a stalking-horse for his stories, had more than onoe 
caused Carl to be regarded as a purely mythical per- 
sonage. This inaptitude for small business, this want 
of promptitude and dexterity, of presence of mind and 
body, so to speak, is not very detrimental in Europe, 
where a gentleman with a tolerably weU-filled purse 
can have so much done for him ^ but in America, where 
the richest man has to do so much for himself, it is a 
constantly recurring inconvenience, and it struck the 
Englishman almost immediately that this, though not 
especially alluded to by Henry, was one of the things 
that made Carl out of place in his own fatherland. 

The mansion at Eavenswood, which had braved the 
storms of eighty-five winters (a venerable age for an 
American house), was pitched on a hill commanding a 
view of the Hudson for forty miles. Without, it was 
built of rough stone, with an ample wooden stoop run- 
ning all round it, and a great variety of vines and 
creepers running round all the pillars of the stoop ; — 
within, it branched off into large halls and spacious 
rooms, filled with antediluvian furniture, and guiltless 
of the ambitious upholstery attempts of Young New 
York, which in such matters goes ahead of Paris itself. 
The library alone, in which Carl lived, — ^that is to say, 
he did everything but dining and sleeping there, — ^was 
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fitted up in modem style, furnished with luxurious 
arm-<;hairs and eohs, the walls and ceiling neatly- 
painted in oak, and the principal window composed of 
one oval pane of glass set in a frame, to which the 
external landscape supplied an exquisite picture. The 
hill swept down to the water's edge almost, where it 
terminated abruptly in a lofty terrace, ninety feet above 
the level of the shore. The woodlands all about— on 
Masters' place, on the places adjoining, on the opposite 
bank — would have been beautiful at any time of the 
year; now, when the foliage was changing colour, in 
anticipation of the coming frost, they were surpassingly 
so. As the trees change not all at once, but different 
ones assimie different tints successively, the natural 
kaleidoscope is varied from day to day. The sumach 
leaf is one of the first to alter; it becomes a vivid 
scarlet; then the maple assimies a brilliant red and 
gold ; then others put on a rich sienna, and others a 
warm olive. Here and there were interspersed patches 
of evergreens, pines looking almost blue, and cedars 
looking qxiite black from the contrast of the gorgeous 
and fiery colouring that surrounded them. The river 
water was deep blue; in the little bay north of Eavens- 
wood it shaded off into a soft oHve from the reflection 
of the foliage and grass about it; while beyond the 
ftirther bank of the Hudson rose the Kaatskill* chain, 
richly wooded to their summits, and painted with the 
myriad dyes of autumn, — a fitting backgroimd to the 



* Commonly written CaiskiU; but I believe the above is the 
genoine Batch orthography. 
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landscape. Of course the fmest part of this view was 
beyond the limits of Ravenswood, but so much of it as 
belonged to Carl (and his grounds covered some two 
hundred acres) was cleverly disposed with the help of 
an ingenious landscape-gardener; the trees were cut 
into picturesque clumps and vistas, opened at the desir- 
able points. Henry, who bragged for all the &mily as 
well as for himself took care to inform Ashbumer how, 
when the place came into CarFs possession (or rather 
into his wife's, for by the laws of New York, the wife's 
property is absolutely hers, and out of her husband's 
control) by the demise oi his £Ei,ther«in-law, there was 
hardly a carriage^road on it, and how he had devoted 
all his spare income to it for seven years, ^ and made it 
what you see it.' 

As the Englishman had nothing to do for some days 
but to ramble about Kavenswood, and talk to the 
owner of it, he had ML opportunity of ascertaining how 
&r his brother's estimate of him was correct, and also 
how fer the difference between the two, particularly in 
their practical aptitude for business, was attributable to 
the fact, that one of them had finished his education in 
England, and the other in America, which, for a New 
Yorker, means in Paris, in Germany, half over the con- 
tinent of Europe, in short. His conclusion was, that 
some of the qualities which made his host so ' out of 
place' were natural, and that others had been super- 
induced upon these by his English education. 

Harry Masters had truly stated, that his brother's 
prominent trait of character a^ sincerity. He ii8ed 
to say of himself, that the fairy had bestowed on him 
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trae Thomas's gift, ^ the tongoe that ne'er could lie/ and 
that the consequent incapacities predicted by the Scot- 
tish minstrel had fallen upon him; he could ndther buy 
nor sell, nor pay court to prince or peer (that is, in 
America, to the' sovereign people), nor win favour of 
&ir lady. Certainly this is a dangerous quality in any 
country, unless tempered with an exquisite t&ct, which 
was not among Carrs possessions ; but it is peculiarly 
dangerous in America, for there is no public (not 
excepting the French or Irish) that feeds so greedily on 
pure humbug as the American. Fopulus mtU dedpi 
there with a vengeance; and when the general current 
of feeling has set towards any show or phantasm, moral, 
political, literary, or social, woe to the individual who 
plants himself in its way! 

Equally correct was the assertion that equity 
was a leading idea of his mind. ' Give the devil 
his due,' was one of his &vourite proverbs; and when 
he said that a thing ^ was not &ir,' it seemed to him a 
conclusive argument against it. His conception of the 
virtues was the genuine Aristotelian one — a medium 
between two extremes. Not that he was a lukewarm 
partizan on all subjects; but of the people he most 
disliked — and he was a really 'good hater' of some 
classes, Bomanists, for instance, and Frenchmen, and 
Southern slaveholders — ^he could not bring himself to 
take any unMr advantage. Kow it is no news to any 
one who knows anything of the Americans, that they 
are a nation of violent extremes; the difia^ent political 
parties, theological sect£f, geographical divisions — ^the 
literati of different cities^ even — ^vituperate and assail 
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one another fearfully, hardly respecting the laws of the 
land, much less the principles of natural justice. Add 
to all this, that Carl had a naturally elegant and £sisti- 
dious taste, certain to make him aristocratic in senti- 
ment, however democratic he might be in principle, 
and it will be seen that he had a tolerable stock of 
incompatibilities to start with before having anything 
to do with England. 

But, as if to settle his business completely, and pre- 
vent him from ever becoming a contented and content- 
ing citizen of his own country, it chanced that just at 
the period of his youth, when, according to the wont of 
Young America, dress and billiards formed the main 
topic of his conversation, and he was aspiring to the 
possession of a fast trotter, accident took him to Eng- 
land, and a series of accidents kept him there, and 
caused him to make it his home for several years, and 
his standpoint for all his continental excursions. He 
grew up to mature manhood among and along with a 
generation of Englishmen^ He acquired a taste for 
classical studies, and for that literary society, and those 
habits of literary and ethical criticism which are no- 
where else found in such perfection. His life had always 
been strictly, even prudishly moral; and while casting 
off the frivolities and fopperies of his boyhood, he also 
parted with much of the impulsive and imperfectly 
understood religion of his younger days, and replaced it 
by a more sedate and permanent feeling, which never 
rose to ecstasy of emotion, but was always present to 
him as a daily habit, and was deeply earnest, with little 
outward show. 
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Such a man's tendencies were visibly towards the 
Church; and had Carl been an Englishman, or continued 
his sojourn in England, he would have taken orders 
naturally and inevitably, and might have made a toler- 
able parson. But at home he soon found it impossible 
to assimilate himself to that Evangelical party which 
constitutes the great bulk of the American religious 
community. 

The three leading tendencies of his character already 
alluded to, fostered as they were by his residence 
abroad, had ended by making him very eclectic and 
very unconventional He took what seemed good to 
him from every quarter, without reference to ante- 
cedents; and the &uci that all the world about him 
were going one way, was just the reason to make him 
go the other. The Puritan denunciations of all who 
differed from them on points of transcendental theology, 
or of social institutions, seemed to him illiberal and 
uncharitable. His religion acted upon him somewhat 
like the Socratic Dsemon; it restrained him from actions, 
rather than prompted him to them. He abhorred all 
parade of godliness, and shrunk from disclosing his 
religious experiences, as he would have done from dis- 
closing his loves, to a mixed assemblage. There were 
many things about these people besides their abhor- 
rence of the fine arts, that shocked his aesthetic sensi- 
bility, and their inquisitive censoriousness he deemed 
ungentlemanly in point of manners, and little short of 
persecution in point of principle. What most of all 
repeUed hinn was their unmitigated ' seriousness.' A 
certain notorious personage, whom it is no scandal to 



270 SKEfTCHES OF AMERICAN SOCIETY. 

call the greatest of liying charlatans, is reported to have 
taken for his motto (literallj taken, and half spoiled in 
the appropriation, from a Bishop of old), * Praise God, 
and be meny.' Now this was exactly what Carl wanted 
to do, to praise God, and be merry; and he did not 
think the latter clause of the device implied any neces- 
sary incompatibility yriih. the former. He held stron^y 
to the * neque semper a/rcumy and thought that a man 
was all the better man, and better Christian, for an 
occasional season of healthy enjoyment. He did not 
tiiink ' teetotalism' necessary to prevent gentlemen 
from becoming dronkards, and he took his r^tdar 
exercise on Simday as well as on other days. His 
sincere nature revolted equally from the idea of dissem- 
bling a merriment which he felt, and from that of 
simulating a religious enthusiasm which he did not feeL 
With all personal respect for such men, and all rever- 
ence for the service they had done to the cause of vital 
religion, and civil, no less than religious liberty, he very 
soon foimd that he could not amalgamate with them, 
and gave up all intention of going into the church. 
Thus it came to pass, that letting himself slide into the 
place which his fortune and connexions had marked out 
for him, he became a man of society, and a gentleman 
of the world. It proved that he was not entirely fr^e 
from the national error of quitting one extreme for 
another; it could only be said in his defence, that his 
new rcle rather came to, than was sought for by him. 
Perhaps his fastidiousness partly led him into it ; but 
this trait of his mind showed itself more in intellectual 
criticism than in material Sybaritism, and more in the 
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choice of companions than either. Certainly he had no 
great qualifications for the part, especially in Kew 
York, and very wild work he made of it with his pecu- 
liar ideas, some of which were rather English, and all 
of which were considerably the reverse of American. 

The first offence that Carl gave was by getting mar- 
ried in church as quietly as anything can be done in 
New York, and going out of the way immediately 
afterwards, instead of standing his bride up for eight 
hundred people to look at. He was shamefully negli- 
gent of his duties to society in not having given * a 
reception.* Carl said that he married for the present 
happiness and future comfort of himself and his wife, 
not for the amusement of society ; and that was all the 
explanation he deigned to give his &shionable acquaint- 
ances. 

His next eccentricity was refusing to read The Sewer, 
to let it enter his house, or to talk about it. He said, 
that in Europe, scandalous newspapers were not taken 
in by respectable families, that even young men read 
them at their clubs and by stealth, and never mentioned 
them before ladies; that people nuaking pret^isions to 
superior morality and decency ought not to patronize 
an immoral and blasphemous print — and more to the 
same effect. Men and women who referred to France 
as the standard of half the things they did, taimted hiin 
with referring to England. Masters did not think it 
worth while to discuss the merits of that case, but 
answered by a quotation from Aristophanes, how ' clever 
folks learn many things from their enemies,' — which he 
had to translate before his auditors understood it, — and 
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by another of like purport from a Latin bard, which 
they were less slow to comprehend, as it has become 
part of the stock in trade of onr public speakers, and 
even the editors know what it means. Then one man 
liked The Sewer because it had the best reports of trot- 
ting matches; and another, because it published the 
news from Washington half-an-hour sooner than any 
of its contemporaries; and they all said, that all the 
papers were so bad, it was merely a question of degree, 
and not of kind. Nobody agreed with Carl, not even 
the people who were abused by The Sewer, and he made 
no converts out of his own .£amily — ^his wife, brother, 
and sister. 

But his great crime was blaspheming the polka, for 
which I believe Yoimg New York thought him abso- 
lutely insane, and would gladly have put him into a 
strait-jacket. He thought that a mMiinee which lasted 
from noon to midnight was an absurd and wicked waste 
of time ; that even six hours a day was too much for a 
reasonable being to devote to the redowa; that at a 
ball or party there should be some place for people who 
like to converse, and a non-dancing man should not be 
stuck into a comer all the evening on pain of being 
knocked over by the waltzers; that the tipsy excesses 
of the young gentlemen who lorded it in the ball-room 
rendered their society not the most edifying for ladies; 
and as whatever he thought he gave utterance to in 
pretty plain language, he made himself prodigiously 
impopular, and was a great nuisance to the exclusives. 

On the other hand- he found things enough to annoy 
him. He had no like-minded, and it seemed no Itke- 
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bodied men to associate with ; no gentlemen to converse 
with on classical subjects, no acquaintances to join him 
in his long walks and drives. He was not over fond of 
the French. * They made the best coffee and gloves in 
the world,' he used to say, * but coffee and gloves, after 
all, are a very small part of life.' Therefore it was 
irksome to him to hear the French always appealed to 
as the standard of dress, fdmiture, and manners. Above 
all, it worried him to find their language the recognised 
one of the saton and the opera. That two or three 
persons, whose native tongue was English, should go on 
talking imperfect French (for the knowledge acquired 
by a two years' residence in Paris must be compara- 
tively imperfect), though no foreigners were present, 
struck him as a mischievous absurdity, and directly 
calculated to hinder mental growth. But all these 
were petty troubles compared to the misery he endured 
from the gossiping and scandalous propensities of his 
fashionable acquaintance. He now found his error in 
supposing that there is any peculiar illiberality and 
imcharitableness in a religious community, as distin- 
guished from a worldly one; and discovered, that in 
avoiding the Evangelical connexion, he had not escaped 
the spirit of inquisitive censoriousness. A common 
error of young men is this : they fency that because 
people of the world talk of their liberality, and parade 
it ostentatiously, they must possess an extra share of it. 
And doubtless they are more charitable towards their 
favourite propensities; the ^ jolly good fellow' will 
judge leniently of his bottle companion's trippings, and 
so on through the calendar of vices : though even this 

T 
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proposition is not to be received absolutely. Cataline 
will sometimes be found complaining of sedition ; most 
offenders have some lingering sense remaining of original 
right and wrong; not enough to keep them straight, 
but enough to blame others for the self-same obliquities. 
But to try the question correctly, we should examine 
the worldly, not in their judgments of one another, but 
in their judgments of the religious, and see how much 
liberality they show them. We should watch the hatred 
of virtue and purity, and the envy of fair fame, develop- 
ing themselves in every form of slander and detraction, 
from the sly inuendo to the open falsehood. All merely 
fashionable society has a necessary tendency to be scan- 
dalous; fashionable people must talk a great deal with- 
out any definite purpose, and personal topics are always 
the readiest at hand for small talk, in a momentary 
dearth of others — ^this one's dress and appearance — ^that 
one's style ofUving— who is attentive to whom— and 
so on; so that besides the gossip which springs from 
deliberate wickedness, there is a great deal that is the 
result of mere thoughtlessness and vacuity. And New 
York fashionable society is probably more scandalous 
than any other, because there are fewer public amuse- 
ments for persons of leisure than in the continental 
cities of Europe, while the men have not that vent in 
political life, or the women in out-door exercise, which 
Londoners find. 

Now Carl was imbued with the idea (I believe it 
was one of his acquired English ones) that the first 
duty of a gentleman is to mind his own business. He 
had a horror of interfering with any one's private 
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a^ and an equal horror of any one interfering with 
his. It sickened him, therefore, to be among people 
who were always speaking ill of one another, and 
fetching and carrying stories. He grew tired of every 
one in the not very large circle of his acquaintance, 
which his toidiousness, before adverted to, had always 
kept small; for he hated immoral people, and had a 
very imperfect sympathy for vulgar ones; aad the man 
who begins by excluding these two classes, will make a 
large hole in his visiting list. He was in danger of 
becoming morbid and misanthropic. The natural and 
proper resource for a person so situated, is to take up 
some active and steady occupation — ^ride some hobby, 
if he can do nothing better, — at any rate, give himself 
enough to do. Carl was not a maD of hobbies, and all 
the available ones were ridden to death already. The 
first resort of a young Englishman, with good fortune 
and connexions, is politics : it is the very last resort of 
a New Yorker similarly situated. He usually has 
enough of it at coUege ; is a violent politician at six- 
teen, and by nineteen gives up all thoughts of shining 
in that way. Why this is so, I wiU not stop to explain 
at present, as I have no intention of writiag a treatise 
h la De TocqueviUe on the working of democratic insti- 
tutions in America. I only mention the feet ; perhaps 
you will find some further light thrown on it before 
we get to the end of this paper. 

Two refuges lay open before him — business and litera- 
ture. ' Business' — ^banking, or commerce of some sort, 
is the shortest way for a New Yorker to dispose of 
himself; but Carl had neither taste nor ability for trad- 

T 2 
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ing or finance^ and was too frank and unsuspecting to 
make his way profitably in a very sharp mercantile 
community. To literature his ideas naturally turned; 
and in some coimtries a productive literary life might 
have been his happy destiny. He was not necessitated 
to write for a livelihood, and was just the sort of man 
to write for reputation. It was the occupation for 
which his tastes and his education fitted him. 

But he had been too well educated for an American 
litterateur. His standard of excellence was pitched too 
high. The popular novels provoked his criticism, not 
his emulation. The exaggerated flatteiy of newspaper 
puffs, and the Little-Peddlingtonism of sectional cliques 
disgusted him. He would not toady others, and dis- 
liked being toadied himself He had too correct an 
appreciation of newspaper editors, and too much can- 
dour to disguise this appreciation. His accurate taste 
was shocked by little mechanical deficiencies — ^the care- 
lessness of compositors and proof-readers — ^the impos- 
sibility of getting a Greek quotation set up correctly. 
He wrote for elegantly and thoroughly educated men, 
such as had been the associates of his youth, and found 
few of his countrymen to read, and fewer to understand 
him; consequently, after a brief experience, he gave up 
all writing for publication except one species of author- 
ship, which had only a semblance of doing others any 
good, and which did himself a great deal of harm. 

This was the controversial and satirical, to which he 
was prompted by an honest abhorrence of shams, and 
in which he was encouraged by the morbid public appe- 
tite for anything savouring of personality or approching 
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to a ' row' upon paper. Carl had a knack of saying 
disagreeable things in a disagreeable way, with some 
point and smartness — ^was clever in prose parody, in 
the reductio ad ahsurdu/m, in quoting a man against 
himself — ^in short, up to all the •dodges' of belligerent 
criticism, and had a lively sense and keen perception of 
the ridiculous; but not priding himself as a gentleman 
and a Christian on these accomplishments, he did his 
best to keep them down, just as he did to keep down 
any tendency to say ill-natured things in social inter- 
course, and only gave them play when provoked by any 
flagrant exhibition of imposture. But having once 
found by experiment how this sort of writing took, 
how an hour's ebullition of sarcasm would command 
attention, when two months of research and polish 
were unheeded, and having no lack of material to tempt 
hiTTi^ he was seduced into it again and again. If a 
sciolist undertook to put forth a new theory of the 
Platonic philosophy without having mastered his Greek 
grammar, Carl Masters was at hand to turn him inside 
out, and show up his pretensions. If a demagogue 
took up the formulas and watchwords of other times 
and countries, to malign his betters, and stir up one 
class against another, Carl was the first to dissent from 
the popular voice of panegyric, and demonstrate in 
plain terms what mischievous nonsense the lecturer had 
been uttering. If a Badical magazine blazoned out 
the discovery of some prodigious n^re's nest — some 
awful conspiracy of England against American liberty 
or letters, who was so ready as Carl to point out that 
the editor could not spell the most ordinary foreign 
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name straight, and did not exactly know the difference 
between Fraser and the Edinburgh ? Booksellers and 
periodicals were glad' enough to publish these squibs, 
and the reading pubUc read them fiast enough, with 
considerable amusement, and no profit or intention of 
profiting by them; it was parvis componere mctgna, 
like Aristophanes and Cleon; the bystanders cheered 
the exposer, and followed the exposed as fast as ever. 
Carl began to set up for a professed satirist,— one of 
the worst things that can befal a man, for the benefit 
he confers on others is very problematical, and the evil 
he infiicts on himself positive and inevitable. 

He who had been the merriest of young men found 
himself growing ill-natured and morbid when he 
should have been in the prime of life. It was hard 
to say which he disliked most, the exclusives or the 
democracy, and he uttered his mind about both pretty 
freely. He was sick of the newspapers, with their 
bad print and worse principles — of the endless debates 
about the same old questions in Congress — of literary 
pretenders, and the thousand and one 'most remarkable 
men among us,' — of all the continuously succeeding 
popular delusions; of the gossiping young men in 
illimitable cravats, and all the personal intelligence 
about Mr. Brown and Miss Jones. Still he clung to 
old Gotham for a reason that influenced few people in 
it. He had strong conservative feelings and local 
attachments; his childhood (unlike his brother's) had 
been spent in the city, and the scenes of his childhood 
were dear to him, however little interest he might feel 
in the new characters that peopled them. But when 
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in the rapid march of ' up town ' progress, the house 
which his father built, where his parents had died, and 
he and his brother and sister played as children, 
became so surrounded by shops, and stores, and manu- 
factories, that he was fiiirly driven out of it, then he 
withdrew from the city altogether, and established 
himself for all the year round at his — that is to say, 
at his wife's — ^place on the Hudson. His contempo- 
raries speedily forgot him, or if they ever thought of 
him, it was only as an unhappy recluse, Bellerophon- 
like, eating his own heart, and shunning the ways of 
men^ 

He was nothing of the sort. In qutting the town, 
he quitted most of his sources of discontent. He had 
great capacity of self-amusement when fairly left to 
himself, and could always find interesting occupation 
in his library. He now reaped the fridt of his early 
studies, though not exactly in the way he had once 
hoped and anticipated. His place, too, amused him 
greatly, and not keeping up two establishments, he had 
money in abimdance to spend on it. He revelled in 
out-of-door exercise; it was a constant pleasure to him 
to gallop his blood mare (a taste for horses ran in the 
family) over fresh grass, where there were no omni- 
buses or fast trotters in his way. Nor was he without 
society; those who are unpopular with the majority 
can generally boast a few of the warmest personal 
friends, and it was so in his case. They came to visit 
him by intervals and relays, — real worthies of litera- 
ture, who had been his father's friends before they were 
liia^ — quiet men of general tastes and accomplishments 
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like Philip Van Home; now and then a like-minded 
stranger, such as Ashbumer, or his sister and her 
husband, a good-natured, gentlemanly, ornamental 
Philadelphian; or his brother Harry. But most of 
all was he happy in his family circle; a man of the 
warmest domestic affections, he rejoiced in the society 
of his children and the cheering presence of his wife. 
We owe this lady an apology for not bringing her 
forward sooner: it would have been more in accord- 
ance with the granmiar of gallantry to ' put the more 
worthy person first.' And yet, reader, may it not be 
better to keep the good wine till the last, and after 
telling you a great deal about a man whom you may 
not like, then to tell you something about a woman 
whom you must, or, at least, you ought to like? So let 
me present you to Mrs. Carl Masters. 

Heniy Masters used to say that Carl had carried 
out his eclectic principles in the choice of his wife, for 
she was something between a blonde and a brunette, 
and had dark eyes and light hair. She was a tall 
woman (according to the American standard of female 
height — ^I am not sure that she would have been con- . 
sidered so in England), and her figure rose up straight 
and springy as a reed. Altogether, she was in beautiJ^ 
preservation, which is more than can be said for every 
American woman who has mounted into ^ the thirties,' 
and is the mother of three children. Her shoulders 
were magnificent, her bust good, her arms and hands 
exquisitely moulded, her feet and ankles neatly turned, 
her features regular, yet not wanting in expression, 
and her complexion almost perfect. Still with all these 
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elements of beauty, and though of good family (she 
was one of the Van Homes), and sufficient worldly 
prospects, she had never been a great belle, and this 
was an additional charm in her husband's eyes, who 
would never have deeply loved a woman that all the 
world ran after. Indeed, she had not belle accomplish- 
ments or tastes, preferred singing English ballads to 
Italian arias, and galloping over the country all the 
morning to dancing at a ball all the night. And she 
was so insensible to the advantage of a cavalier per se, 
that she would rather talk to an amusing woman than 
to a stupid man, however handsome and fashionable. 
Of toilet mysteries she knew enough to keep her from 
dressing badly, but not enough to make her dress well 
and effectively. Her talents were not of the showy 
order, and did not fit her for shining in a acdon. She 
had good (not extraordinary) natural abilities, and had 
been beautij^y 'coached,' first by her father, and 
afterwards by her husband, so that without any 
pedantry or bas-bleurism, she displayed an extensive 
acquaintance with literary topics, but she was not 
briUiant in small talk, in playful raillery, or cut-and- 
thrust repartee. When she was in Paris (as Miss 
Louisa Van Home), the French could make nothing 
of her; they thought her a handsome bit of marble, 
cold, unimpassioned, and uninteresting. And when 
more lately Vincent Le Roi came, as Henry's v/mhra, 
to pass a few days at Ravenswood, the Vicomte went 
away saying that Madame Carl Masters was un- 
doubtedly an angel, but, for his part, he didn't like 
angels; they were very misty and insipid; he much 
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preferred Us fiUes (TEve, And all who knew Le Boi 
agreed that he would not know well what to do witli 
an angeL On the other hand, it must be set off against 
the deficiencies above mentioned, that she was a true 
and a loving wife, a fond mother^ a benevolent lady^ 
and a sincere Christian. 

Such was — ^no, such was not the mistress of Ravens- 
wood. I feel the attempted portrait is inadequate. 
A passing description cannot do justice to the woman 
any more than a passing interview. Her superficial 
blemishes — ^want of ease in her conversation, or of 
crinoline in her dress, — ^were obvious to the casual 
observer; but the sterling qualities of her character, 
her truth and honesty, her constancy of affection, her 
unworldly disposition, her loftiness of soul — ^all these, 
as they could only be properly appreciated by those 
who had known her for years, so can they only be 
generally and vaguely hinted at in a brief sketch like 
this. The great mystery was, how she came to marry 
Carl. Every one said she was too good for him, and 
he would have been the last man to deny it. Perhaps 
she was pleased with his simple integrity, and foresaw 
that he would make a most affectionate husband, though 
it was not in his nature to be a passionate lover. 
Perhaps she pardoned his awkwardness in regard for 
his honesty. Perhaps it was one of the singular cases 
(occurring, however, so often in society that they can 
hardly be called singular) where a women marries a 
man not half good enough for her, or, vice versa^ 
without any one being able to explain why. 

After all, I would not claim that she was morally 



A COXJNTBY GENTLEMAN AT HOME. 283 

perfect; very few of us are. I am afi^d she was 
rather censorious, and judged harshly of sinners; that 
in her own comfortable position she did not always 
weigh accurately the temptations of others. It is a 
common practice of very good and moral people to 
indemnify themselves for their virtue by depreciation 
of others; 'tis an error that lurks at the heels of 
Christian duty; for are we not commanded to hate sin? 
and the transition from the abstract to the concrete is 
so easy. 

I fancy, too, she did not harmonize altogether with 
Mrs. Henry Masters. Indeed, the two sisters-in-law 
made little secret of their mutual incompatibility. 
Clara said that Louisa was very proper and very stupid, 
regular as a machine, and with no fim or frolic in her — 
that the only man she ever had about her, her cousin 
Philip, was as dull as herself, — ^that she dressed badly, 
and talked bad French, — ^that she went to church in 
the morning, and gossiped in the afternoon, and waa 
more charitable to the bodies of her inferiors than to 
the souls of her equals. Louisa looked down upon 
Clara as a worldly and frivolous little creature, who 
fostered her beauty to attract admirers, and worried 
her husband to death by her caprices, who wasted her 
time in dancing and flirting, and her money in 
ParisiB. nick-nLks, or in giSng paxties to people 
who did not care for her. In short, the two ladies 
said many hard things of each other when separate, 
and were painfully amiable when together. 

But these bickerings did not greatly impair the hap- 
piness of our party at Ravenswood. The brothers 
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loved each other as much as if they had not been 
brothers, and had not had to divide a large &inily 
estate between them. Even their wives' quarrels could 
not make them quarrel. 

Many a jolly turn had they and their guest, loung- 
ing with their cigars after breakfest on the vine-trel- 
lised stoop, or imder the spreading horse-ohesnuts at 
one comer of the house, watching the white sails that 
glided by on the sunny water, and the fentastic cloud- 
lets that floated in the clear sky ; strolling through the 
winding walks, or across the terrace at evening, when 
the setting sun had piled red clouds Hke a huge volcano 
over the Hudson, and the KaatskiUs looked like great 
blocks of lapis lazuli, their siunmits half veiled in flery 
mist; riding through the adjacent country in bright 
moonlight nights, now threading their way among the 
uncertain bridle-paths of a dense wood, and anon start- 
ling a village with their clattering hoofe and boisterous 
merriment as they swept by it at full gallop; driving 
four-in-hand a live-long day to visit friends who lived 
north or south of them on the rivers, by roads that 
rose up over the hills and showed all the glorious pano- 
rama of the Hudson, and then dipped down inland 
among picturesque glens and water-courses and mill- 
streams. Capital game breakfasts they had, which the 
women were not too sentimental to help them in doing 
justice to ; and excellent plain dinners, with oceans of 
iced champagne ; and when the cloth was drawn, Carl 
would chirp over his claret with as comfortable a 
melancholy as ever any ' ruined' Protectionist gentle- 
man in Old England gave utterance to. 
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At a very early period of their acquaintance, Henry 
Masters had put Ashbumer up to the way of getting 
at the dark side of things in America. ' Never assail 
anything,' he said ; ' if you do, the people will tackle 
you, from the highest to the lowest. Let cm Americcm 
genUemom talk; give him his head, and he will soon 
lead you on the track you want.' Acting on this hint, 
the Englishman let his host talk; what little he said 
himself would come in the form of a query or sugges- 
tion. ' You lead a very nice life here,' he would say, 
' but it is rather quiet. I should think an active man 
like yourself would choose some more stirring form of 
existence.' Then Carl blazed out. 

' Gro into politics, I suppose ! A nice business that 
for an honest man and a gentleman ! Why, Ashbumer, 
the democracy of our State, who are always in fear of 
being reduced to vassalage by a few thousand easy and 
unambitious rich men, have lost their liberties without 
perceiving it to hundreds of thousands of alien settlers 
with their foreign priests. A successftil politician here 
is either a hack lawyer of thirty years' standing, who 
has had opportunity enough of getting used to the 
devil's work in his first business, or an upstart dema- 
gogue, who has made his way by dint of sheer brass ; 
either a blind partisan, who knows nothing outside of 
*the regular ticket,' or a 'non-committal' man, who 
says everything to everybody, and never gave an intel- 
ligible, manly, straightforward opinion in his life. One 
party would sell us body and soul to the Slaveholders, 
and the other to the Anti-renters, and both to the Irish. 
If I could bring myself to enter the lists with such 
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people, I should have to start with the dead weight of 
being a ' millionaire' (as they call every man here wlio 
has two or three hundred thousand dollars) and an 
* aristocrat* (as they call every man who has the habits 
and education of a gentleman). There is not a voter 
in this county has less influence than I have ; — to be 
sure, I don't try for any, because I well know that by 
doing so, I should only make myself more unpopular, 
without becoming any more influential. Or be a leader 
of fashion, perhaps — one of those people who talk 
scandal about one another all day long when they are 
not dancing, who try to pursue pleasure in a place 
where every one else is at work, and are so destitute of 
resources, that they quarrel for pure want of something 
to do. See what they have made of my brother, who 
is a clever fellow and a well-educated man, though I 
say it. He is becoming a third-rate dancer — one of 
Tom Edwards' corps; is growing Mvolous and scanda- 
lous, and getting his earnest honesty knocked out of 
him every day. Or profess literature, possibly — Henry 
does a little of that too; you may see him in the maga- 
zines sandwiched between the last learned cobbler and 
the newest Laura Matilda of the West. No, I don't 
want to belong to any ' Mutual Admiration' Society^ 
and if T did, it's too late now. My mind has been 
spoken so often and so freely, that were I to write a 
book as good as one of Fenimore Cooper's (if you can 
imagine the possibility of a thing even in hypothesis), 
no editor would notice it, and no one read it — ^unless it 
contained something personal. Here I shall stay and 
amuse myself in what one of our ex-great men used to 
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call ' dignified retiracy ;' and if this railroad drives me 
out, why, then, ingens Uerabim/us cequor — ^to England, 
were I a bachelor, but my wife couldn't live there ; no 
American woman can, after the attention she has been 
used to at home, except the ambassador's wife — so it 
will probably be to Italy, or perhaps to Paris, for a 
man can find occupation there, whatever be his peculiar 
bent, and fill up his time well in the place without 
knowing or liking the people.' 

* It does surprise me,' said Ashbumer, * that the ter- 
minus of a refined American's dream should always be 
Paris, — that whenever a man has means and leisure, 
he runs off thither, and stays as long as he can ; and if 
not there, in some other place — anywhere but at home.' 

' Come now,' broke in Henry Masters — ^he had retired 
with the ladies after dinner, and now rejoined the men 
to have some claret — ' don't you English run over to 
Paris perpetually, and all around the continent ] Don't 
we meet you everywhere in the four quarters of the 
globe? You don't like to stay at home any more than 
we do; only we are franker than you, and avow it.' 

' We go aw&j from home, but we don't like to stay 
away,' replied the Englishman. 

' Exactly; and if we had a pied-Or-terre close to the 
continent as you have, we should not like to stay away 
from home either — ^more than half the year. Here has 
Carl been making his moan to you about our imappre- 
ciated condition ; it's always his way over the decan- 
ters—one of his amusements merely. (Carl, old fellow, 
pass the Lafitte this way). Well, I think,' and he 
paused to fill a brimming glass, * that we are very jolly 
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yictims; and for mj part, I am quite disposed to plaj^ 
regardless of my doom. Look at our wives and chil- 
dren, our houses and horses, our whole style of living. 
Ponder well on this Bordecmx; ruminate on those 
woodcocks we have been discussing. What miserable 
misused fellows we are I We do live in a great country — 
we have such civil and religious liberty as is enjoyed in 
only one other country in the world ; and if we don't 
have the management of the government, why no one 
here or abroad holds us responsible for what the govern- 
ment does, and that is just the condition Plato thought 
a philosopher should pray for. Fill up again, brother 
mine, and thank your stars that you have yom* time to 
yourself, and are not a parliament man, as Ashbumer 
is going to be, and are not set to work twelve hours a 
day among blue books and red tape.' 

And now, reader, these papers, which have been run- 
ning on for a year or more, are wound up. I did not 
begin them intending to give you anything marvellous, 
or new, or profound about the aspect, prospects, and 
destiny, political, religious, or literary, of the great 
people among whom I am a small unit. I only intended 
to present you with some phases of outward life and 
manners — such things as would strike or interest a 
stranger in our beloved Gotham, and in the places to 
which regular Gothamites — American cockneys, so to 
speak — ^are wont to repair. For I am but a cockney in 
my own country ; I have never travelled fex in it, — 
good reason why, when they are apt to hang up a man 
at one end of the Union for what is a sort of religion 
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at the other. They did not aspire to be * Sketches of 
American Society' (that was an honorary prefix of 
yours, Mr. Editor), nor even Sketches of New York 
Society, but only of a very small class of persons in 
New York ; and therefore I had originally headed them 
'The Upper Ten Thousand,' in accordance with a 
phrase established by Mr. Willis, though even that is 
an exaggeration, for the people so designated are hardly 
as many hundreds. In truth, I began the series chiefly 
to amuse some Oalitab friends of mine, who were curious 
to know how the gentlemen that were their contem- 
poraries and representatives in our Atlantic cities, 
lived, and eat, and dressed, and amused themselves; 
what their habits and pursuits and propensities were. 
The last thing that I expected was that any of them 
should be read, much less republished, on my side the 
water. To a New Yorker, many things which they 
contain must necessarily appear stale, stupid, and 
commonplace. For instance, in one nimiber half a 
page is taken up with the description of a trotting- 
wagon; to an American I should as soon think of 
describing a pair of boots; the one is as fa.mi1i'a.r an 
object to him as the other. But at the very first 
number some clever folks took it into their heads that 
they were to be very personal, — ^that every character 
described or even alluded to in them was to represent 
a real living prototype; that was enough to make them 
sought after. And it really did happen that in that first 
number I had described a sleigh which actually existed 
in real wood and iron somewhere about the city; and 
the inference above detailed was obvious. It is not 
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eYery story in Gotham that has so much foundation; 
in fiwst, they get them up finequently without any foun- 
dation to speak of, only imfortunately the narratives 
don't ML to the ground as readily as the houses do. 
It is hardly worth while contradicting such idle 
rumours, but to my American readers (since I have 
some, much to my own amazement) I wish to say one 
thing once for all-r-that Hany Masters is not meant 
to represent any living individual whatsoever, and that 
his wife, house, horses, and other accessories^ are not 
designed after the corresponding appurtenances of any 
real person. And the same remark applies with equal 
force to all the appendages of Carl Masters, as deline- 
ated in this very sketch. 

Stilly I suppose I ought to be obliged to the mem- 
bers of 'our set' who got up this idea; for the Petitions 
interest thus communicated to these papers has caused 
them to be reprinted (in the cheap and multitudinous 
style of American reprints), and thus to become known 
to the outsiders both of our own city and of other 
parts of the country, who could, perhaps, judge them 
more fairly on their own merits, jfrom having no know- 
ledge of, or interest in, the local celebrities supposed to 
be portrayed in them. Some have been disposed to 
accept them as what they were really meant for — flight 
sketches of life and manners in a certain circle ; some 
have had the bad taste to wax furious at them. I 
understand that a few southern editors have departed 
from their usual stoical calmness and dignified reserve 
on the subject, to assail me for my occasional allusions 
to Hhe peculiar institution;' and am told (Hfe is too 
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short, and time too precious, to read such things one- 
self, but there are always good-natured friends to put 
you up to them) that a correspondent of the OcMocratic 
Review and No Government AdvoccUe, who probably 
never wore a decent coat in his life, and regards every 
man in a clean shirt as an oppressor of the people, has 
seriously taken me to task for representing some of 
my characters as elegantly dressed ! If this individual 
could find nothing worse to say of my papers, lifter nine 
months^ eosa/mination of them, methinks he might have 
continued to hold his tongue ; but I suppose any trash 
will do for the OcMocratic, 

Whether the abuse of these persons, or the praise of 
others, or my own inclination, may tempt me hereafter 
to essay something more definite and connected, I will 
not say at present. Of the things that ^lie on the 
knees of the Gods,' it becomes no man to speak pre- 
maturely. Meanwhile, make a long arm across the 
Atlantic — So — shake hands, and good-bye ! 

Frank Manhattan. 



THE END. 
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Lesson of Life. By the Author of < Brampton Rectory.' Ss. 6d. 



John Sterling's Essays and Tales. Edited, 

with Life, by Archdeacon Habe. Two Volumes, with Portrait. 21s. 

The City of God : a Vision of the Past, the 

Present, and the Future. By £. Budoe, Bector of Bratton. 8s. 6d. 



Chronicles of the Seasons : a Course of Daily 

Instruction and Amusement, selected from the Natural History, 
Science, Art, Antiquities, and Biography of our Fatherland. In 
Four Books, Ss. 6d. each. 



The Merchant and the Friar, or, Truths and 

Fictions of the Middle Ages. By Sir F. Palobavb. 3s. 

Crusaders; Scenes, Events, and Characters, 

from the Times of the Crusades. By T. Eeiohtlet. 7s. 



The Lord and the Vassal i a Familiar Exposi- 
tion of the Feudal System. 2s. 

French Revolution; its Causes and Conse- 
quences. By F. M. Rowan. Ss. 6d. 

Labaume's History of Napoleon's Invasion of 

BuBsia. 2s. 6d. 

Historical Sketch of the British Army. By G. 

R. Gleio, M.A., Chaplain General to the Forces. Ss. 6d. 

Family History of England. By the same 

Author. With lUostntions. Three Volumes. 6s. 6d. each. 



Pvbliahed hy John W, Parker ^ S<m, 



Familiar History of Birds. By E. Stanley, 

D.D., Bishop of Norwich. Fifth Edition. 68. 



Domesticated Animals. By Mabt Roberts. 

38. 6d. 

Wild Animals. By the same. 3s. 6d. 
Amusements in Chess. By C. Tomlinson. 

4s. 6d. 

Musical History, Biography, and Criticism. By 

Geobob Hooabth. Two Volumes. lOs. 6d. 



Memoir of Bishop Copleston, with Selections 

from his Diary and Correspondence. By W. J. Coplbston, M.A., 
Bector of Oromhall. lOs. 6d. 



Life of Archbishop Usher. By C. B* Elring- 

TON, D.D., Regius Professor of Divinity, Dublin. Portrait. 12s. 



Life of Archbishop Sancroft. By the late Dr. 

D'OrLT. Octavo. Qs. 



Memoirs of the Life, Character, and Writings, 

of Bishop Butler. By T. Babtlbtt, M.A., Bector of Kingstone. 
128. 

Lives of Eminent Christians. By R B. 

HoNB, M.A.) Archdeacon of Worcester. Four Volumes. 46. 6d. 
each. 

. Bishop Jeremy Taylor; his Predecessors, 

Contemporaries, and Successors. By Rev. R. A. Willmott. 
Second £dition. 5s. 

Lives of English Sacred Poets. By the same 

Author. Two Vols. 4s. 6d. each. 



Life and Services of Lord Harris. By the 

Bight Hon. S. R. Lvshinotox. Second Edition. 6s. 6d. 
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